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Forget Me Not 
Hymn to Our Lady of Perpetual Help. 


Lo! Mary’s gracious image wreathed in flowers, 
*Tis there the blue Forget-me-not I see: 
Methinks it pleads across the silent hours: 
Lady, Perpetua! Succour comes from thee. 
Then though my needs by others be forgot, 
Do thou, O Mother blest, forget me not. 





Come to me, Lady. when the clouds of sin 
All dark and dreary o’er my spirit roll; 
New light shall rise and comfort me within 
If but thy Star of Hope refresh my soul. 
Then though my need by others be forgot, 
Do thou, O Mother blest, forget me not. 


Come, Lady, when the high and narrow way 
Frowns all too steep to hold my shifting feet; 
Courage and strength shall banish all dismay 
Oft as thy Sacred Name my lips repeat; 
Then though my need by others be forgot, 


Do thou, O Mother blest, forget me not. 
Come to me, Lady. when the might of hell 
Strikes in temptation at my inmost life, 

} Grace at thy prayer the danger shall dispel, 

Thy aid in sweetest peace shall end the strife. 


Then though great need by others be forgot, 
Do thou, O Mother blest, forget me not. 


Come, Lady, when in sickness or in pain 
Or mid the anguish of some bitter grief 
No ray of earthly pleasure shall remain; 
Ah! in thy pity give my heart relief,— 
Though this my need by others be forgot, 
Do thou, O Mother blest, forget me not. 


Come, Lady, succour bring me yet once more; 
Cold_death shall touch me with his fatal dart. 
Watch o’er my homeward passage, I implore, 
When to eternity I must depart. 

Though this last need by others be forgot 

Do thou, O Mother blest, FORGET ME NOT. 





4 —George Stebbing, C. Ss. R. 
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MARY OUR STRENGTH IN WEAKNESS 





Mary, the Mother of Jesus, has always been regarded as the most 
periect model of all the virtues; nevertheless on account of her abso- 
lute sinlessness, she has been considered, more particularly, as the 
ideal of all that is pure and chaste. 


‘Devotion to Mary is a most effective means of preserving the virtue 
of purity, of promoting a high moral standard in our youth. He who 
has allowed the thought of this ideal of purity to penetrate deeply into 
his soul, whose heart has been captivated by love for this sinless crea- 
ture, who has lovingly and prayerfully dwelt upon the image of her 
who is without stain, can not lead a life of impurity. If, in a moment 
of weakness he falls into sin, he will, he must arise, for he can not feel 
at home in darkness and degradation after he has experienced the joy 
and delight which devotion to her brings with it. 

Mary is above all our model of purity because she is a virgin with- 
out spot or stain. We know that no breath of sin ever tainted her 
soul, that no evil inclination ever troubled her, that not even the shadow 
of an unholy thought ever darkened the bright mirror of her soul. 
Weare filled with admiration at the sight of this incomparable, heaven- 
ly purity; it is so far removed from all things earthly that malicious 
tongues can not darken its fairness. 

Though so far removed from us, so high above us, this ideal of 
purity does not depress or discourage us. No, it is a light to the eyes, 
an inspiration to the soul, a comfort to the weary traveller. Before 
this picture all the better, higher, and nobler thoughts are awakened 
in us, the dark, unholy, and unwholesome suggestions take flight. Now, 
the soul feels, not so much compelled as drawn to lead a purer life; 
deep in her soul she feels a yearning for that which is perfect. She 
hears the voice of Him who created and who perfectly understands the 
human soul: “Be ye perfect as your heavenly Father is perfect.” 

From this ideal of purity our young men and young maidens will 
learn that purity is a noble, a queenly virtue, which confers upon man 
true inner worth. However, it must be conceded that Mary, as the 
ideal of purity, would not be a practical and efficient model for us, if 
she were represented to us only as the spotless, untainted virgin, as a 
being all-fair with heavenly brightness. The sorely tempted, those 
who had fallen deeply into gross sins, would lose courage at the sight 
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of a being so high above them. But Mary is not only an immaculate 
virgin, she is also our most devoted spiritual Mother. 

The unholy sin can, by its constant appeal, its unceasing urgency, 
bring discouragement to the struggling sinner ; it paralyzes in a peculiar 
manner the spiritual energies and fosters a spirit of pessimism. How- 
ever, if the purest Virgin is also our devoted Mother, then no one 
should despair. The weary struggler may rest his head on the bosom 
of this Mother when all seems dark and forbidding, when he knows 
not where else to turn, when all higher thoughts cease to impress him 
and everything seems to drag him down deeper and deeper. While 
resting on this bosom the soul will grow calm, will gather together its 
forces and will summon new courage. Even the last and greatest of - 
sinners, who has fallen into the grossest sins and who is on the brink 
of despair, must admit that a mother will never abandon her child, 
that she still has for him a loving glance, a consoling word, that she is 
ever ready to extend a helping hand; yes he must admit that all the 
maternal instincts are awakened and urge her to help and to save with 
greater insistency, the greater the danger and misery of her child. He 
who has sincerely sought help from this most powerful Mother will 
not speak of the impossibility of virtue, of the unconquerable power 
of the passions. 

The lily of purity thrives best where sex problems and eugenics are 
least spoken of; it grows strong and beautiful where the soil is pre- 
pared, where proper nourishment is supplied. “Mere instruction is no 
safeguard unless the power of the lower impulses is counteracted by 
general and systematic training of the character, and, above all else, 
by a thorough development of will-power. To strengthen the will 
against temptation is a thousand times more important than to en- 
lighten the intellect. Of what avail will be the most accurate knowl- 
edge relating to sex and health if the individual does not possess the 
power to act according to his knowledge in the hour of trial? The 
protection of youth from the dangers of sex is a question of power 
tather than knowledge.” (F. W. Foerster.) 

Devotion to Mary supplies power, it promotes a high moral stand- 
ard in our youth. This devotion fosters a genuine sincere piety. No- 
where are prayers offered up more frequently and more sincerely than 
at the shrines and altars of our Blessed Lady; the deep religious 
sentiment which it calls forth is apparent in the celebration of her 
feasts, in the devotions of her children during the month of May and 
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during the month of the Holy Rosary, and in the numerous private 
devctions of her devout clients. This is of the greatest importance 
for our youth. Must not the poetic, soul-inspiring May devotions 
with the lights and flowers and songs and prayers impress the heart 
of the young maiden as a glorification of the virtues and the dignity 
of the Virgin without spot or stain? Could we speak to her in a more 
impressive manner of the splendour of virginal purity, of the precious 
pearl that adorns the undesecrated human heart, of the respect which 
she must have for herself? 

Devotion to the Bl. Virgin exerts a powerful influence upon the 
young man. His indifference to external forms of worship, the 
awakening of certain powerful influences within himself, tend to stunt 
and even to starve entirely religious sentiments. Will not devotion to 
the Virgin all-fair, which a good Catholic mother implanted in his 
heart in tender years, influence his actions in later life, or at least 
affect his thoughts and desires for the better? When he contemplates 
the humble Handmaid of the Lord, he must see that humility is more 
pleasing to the Lord than loud and proud and ceaseless insistence on 
his own power and excellence. When he looks up to the Mother of 
Sorrows, who endured the greatest afflictions without murmur or com- 
plaint, new ideas concerning true heroism must arise in his soul; a 
glance at the earthly life of this Queen of Heaven will teach him how 
much of true nobility there is in the quiet, faithful, and well-inten- 
tioned performance of his daily work. 


Devotion to Mary strengthens and preserves the religious spirit 
by the gentle power with which it draws men to Holy Communion. 
Sometimes it is a feast of our Lady, then it is a society dedicated to 
her; now, it may be a novena in her honor, at another time a private 
devotion, which lead us to the altar of her Son; at all times it must be 
a pleasure to know that we can gladden her heart by receiving the 
Body of the Lord which was fashioned from her flesh and blood. 

Devotion to Mary urges us to a devout and fruitful reception of 
this Holy Sacrament; this is of great moment now-a-days when all are 
invited to frequent Holy Communion. God himself made of Mary, 
to a certain extent, a type of sacramental preparation and thanks- 
giving. Her childhood and youth to the time of the Annunciation were 
a preparation for the coming of Christ. How numerous must have 
been her acts of love, of humility, of faith, above all, how ardent must 
have been her longing for the coming of the Redeemer! 























Tue LiGuoriaANn. 197 


Can we find a more beautiful ideal for the moments after Com- 
munion than the holy Virgin, whom the Angel Gabriel has just left, 
with the heavenly mystery in her heart, communing with her God? 
If we kneel reverently with her, faint echoes of the harmony of her 
soul will sound in our hearts. Our devotion, however, must not end 
with a few moments of prayer; the actions of the day must be a pro- 
longed thanksgiving. This was the case with Mary, hence her intimate 
union with her God; this was the preparation for the days when she 
followed him in his sorrows to the very cross of Calvary. The fervor 
and strength of the early Christians would be renewed in us if our 
sacramental preparation and thanksgiving were modeled after Mary’s 
dispositions. There is no doubt that she assists us in the reception 
of this sacrament. As every mother takes a great interest in the 
development of her child, so our spiritual Mother takes the greatest 
interest in the spiritual progress of her children, and what more power- 
ful means of progress and development is there than the fruitful 
reception of Holy Communion? She assists us in many ways helping 
along nature and procuring for us many graces, but she assists us 
also in an indirect manner by fostering in us the spirit of sacrifice. 
The spirit of sacrifice goes hand in hand with devotion to Mary; this 
is shown by the prompt and ready service of her clients in little and 
great affairs when her honor is concerned. But the spirit of sacrifice 
is a secure means of procuring for us the fruits of the sacrifice of the 
Altar. 

Out of this devotion to Mary there arose a special form of homage 
which was of the greatest value for fostering and preserving the 
beautiful virtues of purity—reverence for women—the irreproachable 
conduct, the modest chivalrous deportment of the sexes. Just as a 
woman who forgets her queenly dignity drags man down to the 
darkest depths of sin, so the sincere and modest child of Mary becomes 
for the young man a saving guardian angel. In many cases she can 
do more to preserve his virtue than the most zealous priest or the most 
powerful sermon. The mere thought of her awakens in him the better, 
the nobler man. More than ever he feels himself drawn to religion, 
to higher ideals of which he perceives a reflex in this modest young 
woman. How great a change would be wrought in the world if our 
young maidens would realize and respect the great dignity which is 
all their own through their association with the Virgin of virgins! 

Devotion to Mary has infused into man’s conduct toward woman 
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elevating and ennobling qualities. Call to mind the knighthood of the 
Middle Ages, which in its golden age drew its inspiration from the Ideal 
of womanhood, Mary, the Mother of God. It imposed upon its mem- 
bers the duty of reverence toward women and the observance of the 
maxims of honor and courtesy. The veneration of the purest and 
holiest of Virgins is still an excellent means of impressing upon the 
young man the necessity of irreproachable conduct, of a modest 
chivalrous deportment toward the young woman. As long as he sees 
in her the child of Mary he will respect her, he will be prompted by 
pure and sincere motives in his dealings with her. Even then when 
the woman forgets her dignity and honor, he must remain a Knight 
of Mary and by his firm behavior bring back the erring one to a sense 
of honor. 

For the days of married life it is necessary that the husband see 
in his wife the child of Mary. This is strikingly illustrated in the case 
of one who amidst difficulties and temptations remained faithful to 
his marriage vows. “How could I,” he said, “in case I acted otherwise, 
look up to the picture of Mary which hangs in our room.” Such a 
marriage will not become unhappy when periods occur which demand 
a sacrifice of natural impulses. In such a family the husband will be a 
true man, a worthy father from whom the children will learn lessons 
of self-restraint for the better formation of character; in such a 
family you will find a devoted mother, from whose pure soul there will 
be reflected into the hearts of the children the light and warmth of 
noble virtues. 

Thus Mary is for us all an ideal, a model from which not only 
shines forth immaculate purity, but from which proceeds life-giving 
strength. We gather round her altars and shrines to seek comfort 
amidst tribulations, support in our struggles, strength in weakness, and 
we are certain of finding consolation. ‘For it was never heard that 
any one who fied to her for protection, implored her help or sought her 
intercession was left unaided.” 


F. Mitter, C. Ss. R. 


The Poke-Your-Nose-Into-Other-People’s-Business Society must 
have a large membership in Arkansas, whose legislature has enacted 
a law providing for official inspection of convents and of educational 
and charitable institutions not maintained by the state—( Milwaukee) 
Evening Wisconsin. 
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GLORIOUS MYSTERIES OF THE ROSARY 


A THOUGHT FOR EACH HAIL MARY. 





I. JESUS RISES GLORIOUS FROM THE GRAVE. 


(1) The Resurrection: “When it began to dawn the first day 
of the week.” 

(2) The Angel’s Descent: “There was a great earthquake. For 
an angel of the Lord descended 
from heaven: and coming, rolled 
back the stone, and sat upon it.” 

(3) The Holy Women: “There came Mary Magdalen and the 
other Mary to see the sepulchre: 
and looking, they saw the stone 
rolled back.” (Fidelity to Jesus.) 

(4) The Empty Tomb: “Fear not for I know that you seek 
Jesus who was crucified. He is not 
here, for He is risen, as He said. 
Come and see the place where the 
Lord was laid.” 

(5) The Magdalen’s “But Mary stood at the sepulchre 

Reward: without. She turned and saw 
Jesus standing. Jesus _ saith: 
Mary. She turning said to Him: 
Rabboni. He appeared first to 
Mary Magdalen.” (Reward of 
Fidelity.) 

(6) Incredulous Apostles: “And they (Apostles) hearing that He 
was alive arid had been seen by her, 
did not believe.” 

(7) The Risen Master: “When it was late that same day, and 
the doors were shut, Jesus came 
and stood in the midst and said 
to them: Peace be to you.” 

(8) Palpable Proofs: “Why are you troubled? See my 
hands and my feet, that it is I 
myself ; handle and see; for a spirit 
hath not flesh and bones, as you 
see Me to have.” 











200 Tue Licuorian. 


(9) The Faith of Thomas: After eight days . . . Thomas 
was with them, Jesus cometh, the 


doors being shut. Thomas said to 
Him: My Lord and my God!” 

(10) And Ours: “Jesus saith to Him: because thou hast 
seen Me, Thomas, thou hast be- 
lieved: blessed are they that have 
not seen and have believed.” (Un- 
failing Faith.) 


II. JESUS ASCENDS INTO HEAVEN. 


(1) Mount Olivet: “And Jesus led them out as far as 
Bethania.” 

(2) Last Command: “Stay you in the city, till you be en- 
dued with power from on high.” 

(3) Last Promise: “You shall receive the power of the 


Holy Ghost coming upon you; and 
you shall be witnesses unto Me in 


Jerusalem . . . and even to 
the uttermost part of the earth.” 
(4) Last Blessing: “And lifting up His hands, He blessed 
them.” 
(5) The Ascension: “And whilst He blessed them, He de- 


parted from them, and was carried 
up to heaven.” 


(6) Lingering Looks: “While they looked on . . . a 
cloud received Him out of their 
sight.” 

“Behold two men stood by them in 

(7) The Vision: . 


white garments.” 

(8) Till Judgment Day: “Who also said: Ye men of Galilee, 
why stand ye looking up to 
Heaven? This Jesus Who is taken 
up from you into Heaven, shall so 
come as you have seen Him going 
into Heaven.” (Last Judgment.) 


(9) Jesus in Glory: “And the Lord Jesus . . . sitteth 
on the right hand of God.” 
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(10) Interceding for Us: “Father, I will that where I am the: 
also whom Thou hast given Me, 
may be with Me.” 


III. THE HOLY GHOST DESCENDS UPON THE APOSTLES. 


(1) The Novena: “All these, (Apostles) were persever- 
ing’ with one mind in prayer with 
the women, Mary the mother of 
Jesus and with His brethern.” 
(Love of Prayer.) 

(2) The Eventful Day: “And when the days of Pentecost were 
accomplished they were ail to- 
gether in one place.” 

(3) The Mighty Wind: “And suddenly there came a sound 
from heaven, as of a mighty wind 
coming, and it filled the whole 
house, where they were sitting.” 

(4) Tongues of Fire: “And there appeared to them parted 
tongues as it were of fire, and it 
sat upon everyone of them.” 


(5) The Holy Ghost: “And they were all filled with the Holy 
Ghost.” 
(6) Gift of Languages: “And they began to speak with divers 


tongues according as the ilcly 
Ghost gave them to speak.” 

(7) The Wondering Throng: “The multitude, devout men of every 
nation came together, and were 
confounded in inind, because every 
man heard them speak in his own 
tongue.” 

“Others mocking said: These men 
are full of new wine.” 

(9) Courageous Peter: “But Peter standingup . . . lifted 
up his voice and spoke to them.” 
(Courageous Profession of fuith.) 

“They, therefore, that received word 
were baptized, and there were 
added in that day about three 
thousand souls.” 


(8) False Charges: 


(10) First Converts: 
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1V. THE ASSUMPTION OF MARY INTO HEAVEN. 


(1) Dying of Love: “I adjure you, O Daughter of Jcru- 
salem, if you find my beloved, that 
you tell him that I languish with 
love.” 

(2) Peaceful Rest: “In peace in the selfsame J will sleep, 
and I will rest; For Thou, O Lord, 
singularly hast settled me in hope.” 

(3) Loving Summons: “Arise, make haste, my love, my dove, 

my beautiful one, and come.” 

“For winter is now passed, the rain 

is over and gone. The flowers 
have appeared in our land.” 


(4) Eternal Spring: 


(5) Earth’s Godspeed: “With thy comeliness and thy beauty 
set out, prosperously proceed and 
reign.” 

(6) The Assumption: “Who is this that cometh up from the 


desert, flowing with delights, lean- 
ing upon her beloved.” 

(7) In Beauteous Majesty: “Who is she that cometh forth as the 
morning rising, fair as the moon, 
bright as the sun, terrible as an 
army set in array?” 

(8) Heaven’s Welcome: “Blessed art thou, O daughter, by the 
Lord the Most High God above 
all the women upon the earth.” 

“T was exalted like a Cedar of Libanus, 
and as a cypress tree on Mount 
Sion.” 

“And my abode is in the full assem- 
bly of Saints.” 


(9) Mary’s Exaltation: 


(10) Her Rightful Abode: 


Vv. THE CROWNING OF MARY IN HEAVEN, 


(1) The Great Throne: “I saw the Lord sitting upon.a throne 
high and elevated.” Upon it stood 
the Seraphim; and they cried one 
to another and said: “Holy, holy, 
holy.” 
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(2) The Divine Invitation: 


(3) The2Queen of Heaven: 


(4) Her Majesty: 


(5) Her Grandeur: 


(6) Her Beauty: 


(7) Her Just Reward: 


(8) Our Nature’s Boast: 


(9) Our Queen’s Riches: 


(10) Our Queen’s Bounty: 


“Come from Libanus, my spouse, 
come from Libanus, come: thou 
shalt be crowned.” 

“And a great sign appeared in heaven ; 
a woman clothed with the sun, and 
the moon under her feet, and on 
her head a crown of twelve stars.” 

“The Queen stood on thy right hand, 
in gilded clothing, surrounded with 
variety.” 

“She is the brightness of eternal light, 
and the unspotted mirror of God’s 
majesty, and the image of His 
goodness.” 

“Thou art beautiful, O my Love, sweet 
and comely as Jerusalem.” 

“Thou hast loved justice and hated 
iniquity; therefore God, thy God 
hath annointed thee with the oil 
of gladness.” 

“Thou art the glory of Jerusalem, 
thou art the joy of Israel, thou art 
the honor of our people.” 

“With me are riches and glory, glor- 
ious riches and justice that I may 
enrich them that love me and fill 
their treasures.” 

“Come to me all ye that desire me and 
be filled with my fruit.” 


QUEEN OF THE MOST HOLY ROSARY, PRAY FOR US! 


FATHER TIM CASEY 





Three days more till Confirmation! 

Sister Clare has drilled the candidates in the ceremonies until 
General von Hindenburg himself would be proud of them. If there is 
a single flaw in the function next Sunday, or if the Bishop forgets to 
compliment the children on their excellent training, the Sister’s gentle 
heart will break. “To make assurance doubly sure” she insists on a 
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dress rehearsal, or something remarkably similar, with Father Casey 
present seated on a chair to represent the Bishop on his throne. 

“You see, Father,” Sister Clare had said, “it will be an ideal occasion 
to explain the ceremonies of Confirmation to the children,—a sort of 
object lesson as it were.” 

We all know Father Casey well enough to understand that he had 
not prepared these children to within three days of their Confirmation 
without explaining the ceremonies more than once. Sister Clare under- 
stood this as well as we. Still she had her mind set on a rehearsal, 
with Father Casey in the chair, and who can blame her if, in order to 
get him there, she took an unfair advantage of his weakness for explain- 
ing the doctrines and practices of the Church? ? 

The children were lined up in the center aisle when Father Casey 
came and took his place on the imaginary throne at the end of the hall. 
The girls, with folded hands, looked pious as angels; the boys—well, 
the boys knew that a “rehearsal” is “all a fleeting show for man’s 
illusion given”, and that they already had enough practice to go through 
the ceremony next Sunday like little soldiers, while the nervous girls 
would surely become flurried and stumble over the simplest move- 
ments; therefore who could wonder that there was a little pinching 
and pulling going on whenever Sister Clare’s watchful eyes were 
turned away for a moment! 

“Jeremiah O’Toole, what is required for the licit reception of Con- 
firmation?” queried the priest. | 

“Jerry came to a sudden stop in his task of surreptitiously writing 
a patent medicine advertisement on the back of Reggie Langdale’s big 
starched sailor collar, stood attention, and responded: 

“The state of grace.” 

“Why ?” 

“Because Confirmation is a sacrament of the living, and it is a 
sacrilege to receive a sacrament of the living in mortal sin.” 

“What is Confirmation ?”’ 

“Confirmation is a sacrament through which we receive the Holy 
Ghost to make us strong and perfect Christians and soldiers of Jesus 
Christ.” 

“Correct! Soldiers of Jesus Christ! The Right Reverend 
Bishop will be here next Sunday as a recruiting officer in the army of 
the Lord. He will stand on the altar platform in the uniform of his 
rank and say: ‘Almighty, Eternal God, who has deigned to regenerate 
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these Thy servants by water and the Holy Ghost, and who hast for- 
given them all their sins, send forth upon them Thy sevenfold holy 
Spirit, the paraclete from Heaven. Amen. The Spirit of Wisdom and 
Understanding. Amen. The Spirit of Counsel and Fortitude. Amen. 
The Spirit of Knowledge and Piety. Amen. . . . the Spirit of 
the Fear of the Lord . . . Amen.’ Who can tell me what the 
Bishop here means by Wisdom and Understanding, Counsel and Forti- 
tude, Knowledge and Piety and the Fear of the Lord?” 

“The seven gifts of the Holy Ghost, Father.” 

As soon as the Bishop has finished this prayer you come and kneel 
at the altar rail —” 

“We had practiced with eight at a time, Father,” interposed Sister 
Clare, who feared to see the spectacle of twenty small boys struggling 
to get where there was only room for ten. 

“Very well; let the first eight come forward.” 

Forward they came. Sister Clare looked on in anguish at the care- 
less way in which Jerry O’Toole made his genuflection. 

“Of course next Sunday each boy wili have a sponsor who will 
stand directly behind him.” 

“Father,” said Sister Clare, “Bruno Tipp from the eighth grade is 
here to act as sponsor for the boys during the rehearsal.” 

“Father,” said Bruno, who had recently moved into the parish, 
“when I was confirmed we had only one godfather for all the boys and 
one godmother for all the girls.” 

“The proper thing,” said Father Casey, “is to have one godparent 
for each child. However when there is a good reason the Bishop can 
and often does give permission to one man to stand for all the boys, 
and to one woman for all the girls. The sponsor in Confirmation con- 
tracts spiritual relationship just the same as the sponsor in Baptism. 
Irene, what is the effect of spiritual relationship?” 

“The sponsor cannot validly marry the child or the child’s parents.” 

“Capital!” cried the Priest, adding to himself, “Trust the girls to 
know the answer when there is anything in it pertaining to Matrimony.” 
Then he continued, “In Baptism you are spiritually born and you are 
given a sponsor to act as your spiritual nurse. In Confirmation you 
become a man in the spiritualelife—a soldierneg warrior. ¢ of er and 


now you are given a sponsor apa trainer. For cemtuar 
custom for the sponsor to‘ stant ‘behind te child. with 
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the right hand of the child, in the same position as the ancient 
Roman trainers stood while training a young soldier to fight. Nowa- 
days the sponsor simply puts his right hand on the shoulder of the 
child. No one can validly become sponsor who is not confirmed and 
duly appointed, or who does not touch the child at the very time it is 
being confirmed. Furthermore it would be wrong to select as sponsor 
the child’s parents, the person who stood for it at Baptism, anyone under 
fourteen, or anyone who is excommunicated, living openly in sin, or 
ignorant of the rudiments of Catholic doctrine. That is enough about 
sponsors. 


“In Confirmation the Church allows us to take a new name—the 
name of some Saint. Patrick Dowd, what name are you going to 
take?” 


“Timothy, Father,” promptly responded the wily Patrick. And 
the priest silently wondered why all the biggest rascals in the school 
persisted in putting themselves under the protection of his own dear 
patron, St. Timothy. 


‘Now let everybody watch closely (even that little girl that is 
admiring her new dress), and I shall show you how the bishop con- 
fers the sacrament of Confirmation. First he dips his thumb into the 
little golden vase containing holy chrism and then, with that thumb, 
makes a cross on the forehead of the person to be confirmed, just as 
I am doing with Patrick here. At the same time he says, addressing the 
person by the new Confirmation name, ‘Timothy, I sign thee with the 
sign of the cross, and I confirm thee with the chrism of salvation, in 
the name of the Father and of the Son and of the Holy Ghost.’ 


“He makes his sign of the cross because the cross is the banner of 
Jesus Christ, and Timothy is made a soldier of Jesus Christ. He makes 
this sign on Timothy’s forehead because the soldier must carry his 
Captain’s banner before him, and also because it is fear or shame that 
makes a man deny Christ. Now the seat of fear and shame is sup- 
posed to be in the forehead, and the sacrament of Confirmation gives 
ne strength not to be.afraid or ‘ashamed toeprofess Christ, even at the 
peril o: F losing’ his friends or his life. The bishop makes this sign with 
ib because in So-Aad-~ his hand can be said to be imposed on 
>f th to. be conhmed, and imposition of hands is 

to confer the Holy Ghost. Finally this cross is made with 
ism. But oe tes: een tl 
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“Holy chrism is a mixture of olive-oil and balm consecrated by 
the Bishop.” 

“Yes, holy chrism is the highest in dignity of the three kinds of 
holy oil which the Bishop, assisted by twelve Priests, seven Deacons, and 
seven subdeacons, consecrates with solemn ceremonies in the cathedral 
on Holy Thursday. Confirmation is not the only sacred ceremony in 
which the Church prescribes the use of holy chrism. It is used in the 
second anointing at Baptism, in the consecration of a Bishop, or of a 
chalice, an altar, a church bell, and so forth. In olden times the 
gladiator before entering the arena, the athlete before beginning the 
contest, and the soldier before engaging in the fight, were rubbed with 
oil from head to foot, for this treatment was believed to strengthen 
their muscles and increase their powers of endurance. In like manner 
the person confirmed is anointed with oil upon the forehead which 
represents the whole body, to signify that this sacrament makes him a 
gladiator, an athlete, a soldier of Christ, and gives him the strength 
and endurance to fight against and overcome all the powers of hell. 
This oil is mixed with sweet-smelling balm, for the Christian soldier 
must everywhere give forth the fragrance of Christ by an honest, 
blameless, upright life. Then the bishop gives the person confirmed a 
slight blow on the cheek, thus —” 

To the unspeakable horror of Sister Clare, Patrick ducked, and 
Father Casey’s hand, instead of touching the boy’s cheek, brushed the 
close-cropped bristles on the top of his head. Patrick’s short but 
eventful career had convinced him that a slight blow was a contradiction 
in terms, and he had more than once owed his life to his ability in dodg- 
ing blows, slight and otherwise. 

“This blow,” said Father Casey, forcing back a smile, “is to remind 
the new-made soldier of Christ that he must be ready to suffer every- 
thing, even death, rather than deny his faith. It is also an allusion to 
the ceremony of knighthood. The candidate knelt before his king who 
struck him a slight blow with the flat side of a sword, saying, ‘I dub 
thee Knight.’ 

“The holy chrism glistening on the brow of the person confirmed— 
this new-made knight of God—is too sacred to be touched by anything 
but the consecrated hands of the priest. Accordingly a linen cloth or 
band, which the person carries on his arm, is bound about his head to 
guard the holy chrism against profanation until it shall have dried up 
or been wiped away by a priest. Neither can the linen band thus em- 
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ployed be put to any but sacred uses, hence it is left in the church for 
the service of the altar. Nowadays this linen band is frequently dis- 
pensed with; and the assistant priest immediately wipes away the holy 
chrism with a bit of cotton which must afterwards be burned. How- 
ever it is in accordance with an ancient and beautiful custom to make 
an offering of linen for the altar on this occasion. 

“While the Bishop washes the holy oil fiom his hard in a special 
basin, the choir chants the antiphon : ‘Confirin, Q God, that which Thou 
hast wrought in us from Thy Holy temple, which is in Jerusalem. 
Glory be to the Father, etc.’ Then the bishop sings: ‘Let us pray. 
O God, who didst give the Holy Ghost to Thy apostles, and didst will 
that, through them and their successors, He should be given to the rest 
of the faithful, graciously look down upon our humble service, and 
grant that the same Holy Ghost, coming into the hearts of those whose 
brows we have anointed with holy chrism and marked with the sign 
of the sacred cross, may, by graciously dwelling therein, perfect them 
unto a temple of his glory. Amen.’ Thereupon he closes the service 
with the solemn blessing: ‘May the Lord bless you out of Sion that 
you may see the good things of Jerusalem every day of your pilgrimage 
here below and attain to eternal life. Amen.’ 

“In former days the sponsors were obliged after Confirmation, to 
teach their charges the ‘I believe in God’, the ‘Our Father’, and the 
‘Hail Mary’. As a reminder of this ancient custom, the bishop, before 
leaving the church, kneels and recites these prayers with the newly- 
confirmed. Such, children, are the ceremonies of solemn Confirmation. 
The bishop may alsg administer it in private, in a less solemn manner. 
Sometimes, as a special favor, he visits the bedside of a dying child 
and confirms it, so that it may enter heaven, not as a child, but as a 
perfect Christian, and thus enjoy additional glory for all eternity. 

“Has any one a doubt about the matter I have just explained? 
What is it, Reginald?” as he of the broad starched sailor collar held 
up his hand. 

“Pleathe Father, when the old Roman th-th-oldiers were all covered 
with oil, wouldn’t it thoil their uniform ?” 


“When the serious hour of battle arrived, the old Roman soldiers did 
literally what the soldiers of Christ should do figuratively—hung up 
their uniform on a peg and forgot about it,” said Father Casey. 


C. D. McEnntry, C. Ss. R. 
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THE ASCENSION—A Bible Study 


ACTS, I, 9-11; ST. LUKE, XXIV, 50-52; ST. MARK, XVI, 19. 


Our Lord knew the yearnings of our hearts too well: He showed 
us not only the bloodstained cross, lest we despond ; He showed us also 
the shining way to heaven, that our souls might delight in hope. 
When viewed in the light of His glorious resurrection our white marble 
grave stones are turned into angel forms that whisper of a brighter life 
to come. And now His Ascension: when we turn our wearied eyes at 
night to the silent stars, their sparkling seems to cheer us with a wel- 
come to heaven. “Who is He that shall condemn? Christ Jesus that 
died, yea that is risen also again, who is at the right hand of God, who 
also maketh intercession for us.” Romans, VIII, 34. 


Time. St. Luke tells it in general terms: “To whom also He showed Him- 
self alive after His Passion, by many proofs, for forty days appearing to 
them and speaking of the kingdom of God.” Holy Writ does not give us an 
accurate list of all the visits He paid His disciples; it mentions them only by 
chance. For instance, St. Paul in I Cor. XV, 5: “He rose again the third day 
according to the Scriptures and was seen by Cephas, and after that by the 
eleven; then was He seen by more than 500 brethren at once; of whom many 
remain until this present day and many are fallen asleep. After that He was 
seen by James and after that by all the apostles; and last of all He was seen 
also by me.” The Gospel records other visits to the Holy Women, and to the two 
disciples on the way to Emmaus. This much seems certain that there were 
many visits; for St. Luke speaks of the many proofs He gave; which could 
hardly have been given otherwise than by as many visits. The day itself was 
probably a Thursday; because the forty days comprise the time when He gave 
proofs of His resurrection by appearing and speaking to His disciples; now He 
both appeared and spoke on the very day of his Resurrection and on the very 
day of His Ascension; and so both these days must be counted within the forty 
days. Just take your calendar and count from Easter Sunday; counting forty 
days will bring you to a Thursday marked as Ascension Thursday. That is an 
old tradition too, already embodied in the Constitutions of the Apostles, a work 
due to the third or fourth century: “Having counted forty days from the 
Pasch, you will celebrate the day when our Lord ascended to God His Father.” 
The hour may perhaps be conjectured from the remark in Acts I, 4: “And 
eating together with them” He held a brief conversation and then went out to 
the place of His Ascension. Now this meal could not be the supper, else they 
could hardly go so far away to witness His Ascension and then return again 
as v. 12 requires, because the city gates were usually closed about sundown. 
You remember an illustration shown in Josue IT, 4-5. The spies of Josue had 
stolen into the city of Jericho, and hid themselves in the house of Rahab. The 
king of the city commands her to surrender them. And she answers: “I confess 
they came to me, but I knew not whence they were; and at the time of shutting 
the gate in the dark, they went out together and I know not whither they are 
gone; pursue after them quickly, arid you will overtake them.” For this reason 
many think that our Lord first took the noonday meal with them; then the 
Ascension occurred during the afternoon. Others again prefer to see in it 2 
light refection taken early in the morning as instanced in St. John XXI, 4, 
where the apostles breakfast with our Lord on the shore of Lake Tiberias. 
Again does the picture of our Lord’s last Supper float before our eyes with all 
its most delicate charms of exquisite tenderness: “Because I have spoken these 
things to you, sorrow hath filled your hearts. But I tell you the truth: it is 
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ployed be put to any but sacred uses, hence it is left in the church for 
the service of the altar. Nowadays this linen band is frequently dis- 
pensed with; and the assistant priest immediately wipes away the holy 
chrism with a bit of cotton which must afterwards be burned. How- 
ever it is in accordance with an ancient and beautiful custom to make 
an offering of linen for the altar on this occasion. 


‘While the Bishop washes the holy oil fiom his hand in a special 
basin, the choir chants the antiphon : ‘Confirin, Q God, that which Thou 
hast wrought in us from Thy Holy temple, which is in Jerusalem. 
Glory be to the Father, etc.’ Then the bishop sings: ‘Let us pray. 
O God, who didst give the Holy Ghost to Thy apostles, and didst will 
that, through them and their successors, He should be given to the rest 
of the faithful, graciously look down upon our humble service, and 
grant that the same Holy Ghost, coming into the hearts of those whose 
brows we have anointed with holy chrism and marked with the sign 
of the sacred cross, may, by graciously dwelling therein, perfect them 
unto a temple of his glory. Amen.’ Thereupon he closes the service 
with the solemn blessing: ‘May the Lord bless you out of Sion that 
you may see the good things of Jerusalem every day of your pilgrimage 
here below arid attain to eternal life. Amen.’ 

“In former days the sponsors were obliged after Confirmation, to 
teach their charges the ‘I believe in God’, the ‘Our Father’, and the 
‘Hail Mary’. As a reminder of this ancient custom, the bishop, before 
leaving the church, kneels and recites these prayers with the newly- 
confirmed. Such, children, are the ceremonies of solemn Confirmation. 
The bishop may also administer it in private, in a less solemn manner. 
Sometimes, as a special favor, he visits the bedside of a dying child 
and confirms it, so that it may enter heaven, not as a child, but as a 
perfect Christian, and thus enjoy additional glory for all eternity. 

“Has any one a doubt about the matter I have just explained? 
What is it, Reginald?” as he of the broad starched sailor collar held 
up his hand. 

“Pleathe Father, when the old Roman th-th-oldiers were all covered 
with oil, wouldn’t it thoil their uniform ?” 


“When the serious hour of battle arrived, the old Roman soldiers did 
literally what the soldiers of Christ should do figuratively—hung up 
their uniform on a peg and forgot about it,” said Father Casey. 


C. D. McEnniry, C. Ss. R. 
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THE ASCENSION—A Bible Study 


ACTS, I, 9-11; ST. LUKE, XXIV, 50-52; ST. MARK, XVI, 19. 


Our Lord knew the yearnings of our hearts too well: He showed 
us not only the bloodstained cross, lest we despond ; He showed us also 
the shining way to heaven, that our souls might delight in hope. 
When viewed in the light of His glorious resurrection our white marble 
grave stones are turned into angel forms that whisper of a brighter life 
to come. And now His Ascension: when we turn our wearied eyes at 
night to the silent stars, their sparkling seems to cheer us with a wel- 
come to heaven. “Who is He that shall condemn? Christ Jesus that 
died, yea that is risen also again, who is at the right hand of God, who 
also maketh intercession for us.” Romans, VIII, 34. 


Time. St. Luke tells it in general terms: “To whom also He showed Him- 
self alive after His Passion, by many proofs, for forty days appearing to 
them and speaking of the kingdom of God.” Holy Writ does not give us an 
accurate list of all the visits He paid His disciples; it mentions them only by 
chance. For instance, St. Paul in I Cor. XV, 5: “He rose again the third day 
according to the Scriptures and was seen by Cephas, and after that by the 
eleven; then was He seen by more than 500 brethren at once; of whom many 
remain until this present day and many are fallen asleep. After that He was 
seen by James and after that by all the apostles; and last of all He was seen 
also by me.” The Gospel records other visits to the Holy Women, and to the twe 
disciples on the way to Emmaus. This much seems certain that there were 
many visits; for St. Luke speaks of the many proofs He gave; which could 
hardly have been given otherwise than by as many visits. The day itself was 
probably a Thursday; because the forty days comprise the time when He gave 
proofs of His resurrection by appearing and speaking to His disciples; now He 
both appeared and spoke on the very day of his Resurrection and on the very 
day of His Ascension; and so both these days must be counted within the forty 
days. Just take your calendar and count from Easter Sunday; counting forty 
days will bring you to a Thursday marked as Ascension Thursday. That is an 
old tradition too, already embodied in the Constitutions of the Apostles, a work 
due to the third or fourth century: “Having counted forty days from the 
Pasch, you will celebrate the day when our Lord ascended to God His Father.” 
The hour may perhaps be conjectured from the remark in Acts I, 4: “And 
eating together with them” He held a brief conversation and then went out to 
the place of His Ascension. Now this meal could not be the supper, else they 
could hardly go so far away to witness His Ascension and then return agaip 
as v. 12 requires, because the city gates were usually closed about sundown. 
You remember an illustration shown in Josue IT, 4-5. The spies of Josue had 
stolen into the city of Jericho, and hid themselves in the house of Rahab. The 
king of the city commands her to surrender them. And she answers: “I confess 
they came to me, but I knew not whence they were; and at the time of shutting 
the gate in the dark, they went out together and I know not whither they are 
gone; pursue after them quickly, arid you will overtake them.” For this reason 
many think that our Lord first took the noonday meal with them; then the 
Ascension occurred during the afternoon. Others again prefer to see in it 2 
light refection taken early in the morning as instanced in St. John XXI, 4, 
where the apostles breakfast with our Lord on the shore of Lake Tiberias. 
Again does the picture of our Lord’s last Supper float before our eyes with all 
its most delicate charms of exquisite tenderness: “Because I have spoken these 
things to you, sorrow hath filled your hearts. But I tell you the truth: it is 
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expedient for you that'I go; for if I go not the Paraclete will not come to you; 
but if I go, I will send him to you.” And the mission of the Holy Ghost is 
summed up in the few pregnant words: “He shall glorify me.” 

_ Place. During the greater part of the last forty days the Apostles had 
retired to Galilee in the north, and may have returned but a short while ago to 
Jerusalem where we now find them again. St. Luke now tells us in his Gospel, 
XXIV, 50: “And He led them out as far as Bethania.” In the Book of Acts, 
I, 12, he adds: “Then they returned to Jerusalem from the mount which is 
called Olivet, which is nigh Jerusalem, within a sabbath day’s journey.” So we 
have the place to which our Lord went for His Ascension, and the place whence 
the apostles returned from the Ascension; and what place is that now? Is it 
Bethania or Mt. Olivet? Mt. Olivet lies directly east of Jerusalem, separated 
from it only by the brook Cedron. Its summit drags from north to south in 
a long ridge, parted into three peaks: the northern peak is called “Viri Galilei” 
(men of Galilee) because the angels are supposed to have spoken here; the 
central one is by many considered the spot of the Ascension; the southern is 
called the hill of evil council. Now a Sabbath day’s journey means 2,000 cubits; 
and a cubit is equivalent to about 18-20 inches. That is given as the distance 
of the mountain itself. The town of Bethany lies on its eastern incline, away 
from the city; and the distance is given at 2,812 cubits. Besides, the Greek text 
does not necessarily say that our Lord led His Apostles to the town;; but may 
also be translated: He led them “until toward Bethany”; that 1s to a spot where 
the road forks and bends over to Bethany; now there is just such a place near 
the foot of the hill and close by the garden of Gethsemani. From this point He 
may have gone straight up the hill to where St. Helena built a church in com- 
memoration of the event. So Scripture and Tradition seem in favor of Mount 
Olivet. 

Persons. Surely the eleven. Apostles were present. But were there others 
also? If you read Acts, I, 13, you will notice a list of all those who witnessed 
the Ascension; and then vv. 14-15 proceed: “All these were persevering with 
one mind in prayer with the women and Mary the mother of Jesus, and with 
His brethren.” It appears that these too belonged to the company who returned 
from Mount Olivet. And we are not surprised that our Lady who followed 
our Lord throughout His life amid all His labors and clung to Him at death 
so heroically as even to stand under His cross at Calvary, we are not surprised 
that she should be permitted to share His glory now. Verse 15 continues: “In 
those days, Peter rising up in the midst of the brethren, said: (now the number 
of persons together was about an hundred and twenty)”. Many think that these 
one hundred and twenty also belong to the company that returned from Mt. 
Olivet and had witnessed the Ascension. Of course it is not clear. But if our 
Lord led His group of Apostles through the city, it is only natural that some of 
His disciples would join Him on the way. 


Our Lord: a triumph and a pledge. v.9. Many centuries ago, 
Jerusalem was one day thrilled with a holy joy: the Ark of the 
Covenant was entering the city; the walls were crowded with eager 
spectators, the streets were strewn with flowers; the priests and levites 
were drawn up in splendid array and from the lips of all arises the 
Psalm of welcome: “Lift up your gates, O ye princes; and be ye lifted 
up, O ye eternal gates; and the King of Glory shall enter in. Who is 
this King of Glory? The Lord who is strong and mighty; the Lord 
mighty in battle.” But no tongue can tell with what songs all heaven 
must have resounded on that day when Our Lord was to enter into 
possession of His realm and throne. 7 


The road to Olivet. We have noticed those words of St. Luke: “And he 
led them out as far as Bethania.” Serious authors think that our Lord did not 
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lead them out here in visible form; He simply directed them all to meet Him 
here. They think this more in harmony with His usual way of appearing to 
His apostles after His Resurrection; for He seems anxious to avoid publicity 
as much as possible; for this reason He had ordered them all to repair to 
Galilee; and on this occasion especially He would not wish the rabble or the 
Pharisees to interfere with His farewell scene. This view may be possible; still 
it seems a strange way of “leading”. Besides He could have avoided any incon- 
venient interference in so many other ways: by taking a more secluded road or 
setting out at an earlier hour in the morning. And He may not have been at all 
anxious to keep the matter a secret for He had appealed to His Ascension as 
proof of His heavenly origin; He wanted the proof to come home to them all. 
You may, for instance, remember that scene which transpired in the Synagogue 
of Capharnaum. It is recorded in the sixth chapter of St. John’s Gospel. Our 
Lord had promised the multitude a bread from heaven which was His own 
very self in the Eucharist. Of course they were shocked at this: “Give us a 
sign from heaven” (v. 30). Then in vv. 41-2: “They murmured because He 
said: I am the living bread which came down from heaven. And they said: 
Ts this not Jesus the son of Joseph whose father and mother we know? How 
then saith He: I am come down from heaven?” At last, as sole answer to all 
their obstinate quarreling came His final defiance: “But Jesus knowing in Him- 
self that His disciples murmured at this, said to them: Does this scandalize 
you? If then you shall see the Son of Man ascending up where He was before?” 
Thus He offers the most palpable proof of His heavenly origin. No wonder 
that He chose the very summit of Mt. Olivet, just in fullest view of the temple 
whose courts and pinnacles it overlooked. On the way He may have repeated 
assurances such as those given on the last night before His death: “Let not 
your heart be troubled. . . . . In my father’s house there are many man- 
sions. . . . . I go to prepare a place for you.” 

On the summit. It must have been impossible to prevent their memories 
from dwelling again on the events of the past. They were again on that self- 
same road over which He had been dragged in that awful night as a prisoner 
doomed to foulest death; the stones in the way, the thornbushes that fringed the 
path, the very olive trees—what a story they could have told of our Saviour’s 
deep distress. But now the hours of gloom must be offset by a few rays of His 
inconceivable glory. It was broad daylight now; the stn shone warmly on fields 
from which the golden harvest was already garnered. Now was the hour when 
earth’s brightest flower had come to fullest bloom, and heaven was beaming 
down in breathless joy to gather it in triumph and place it on the bosom of the 
Father. Perhaps even now an unwonted radiance began to sparkle round our 
Saviour, as once on Tabor when His face shone resplendent as the sun. Is it 
not fitting that the Victor returning to his throne in triumph should be arrayed 
in all the magnificence that will harmonize with the loud ovations of his loyal 
subjects? And when the Prince first assumes the sceptre and purple, is he not 
decked out in all the splendors of his high estate? Then He may have turned 
to His apostles a last time with words such as those in John XIV, 28: “If you 
loved me you would indeed be glad because I go to the Father; for the Father 
is greater than I.” Of course, he cannot be greater in divinity for according 
to His divinity our Lord had truthfully said: “I and the Father are one.” Ac- 
cording to His divinity He must say: “I am in the Father and the Father is 
in me.” Hence it can only refer to His humanity; for it is only according to 
His humanity that He can still go to the Father. And then would the Father 
lavish upon Him all that greatness and that exaltation described by St. Paul: 
“He humbled Himself becoming obedient unto death; even unto the death of the 
cross. For which cause God also hath exalted Him and hath given Him a name, 
which is above all names; that in the name of Jesus every knee shall bow of 
those that are in heaven, and on earth and under the earth; and every tongue 
should confess that Christ is in the glory of his Father.” 

His last blessing. “And lifting up his hands, he blessed them.” He blessed 
his own. He blessed them as their Great High priest. . . . . Thus did 
Melkisedek of old meet Abraham and on their parting blessed him. Even at 
that very last moment when He entered upon His glory, His heart was not yet 
fascinated by the glitter of His court—ah no, His thoughts and His heart still 
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rested with the companions of His pains and trials. He blessed them as a 
father about to part from dearly loved children; as we read in Genesis XLIX, 
where Jacob summons his sons around his death-bed and “blessed every one 
with their proper blessings.” But Jacob’s blessings left only an earthly inher- 
itance; he only caught a passing glimpse of the far distant Saviour;; while our 
Lord’s blessing promised a heaven of eternal delights and offered an actual 
guarantee by his personal ascension to take possession of our heritage. So, too, 
Moses when his course was run, when the children of Israel were about to 
enter the Promised Land, whence he himself was debarred, assembled the nation 
about him in the plain of Moab and blessed them all: “This is the blessing 
wherewith Moses the man of God blessed the children of Israel before his 
death.” And he said: “The Lord came from Sina, and from Seir he rose up 
to us; he hath appeared from Mt. Pharan, and with him thousands of the 
saints. In his right hand a fiery law. He hath loved the people, all the saints 
are in his hand; they who approach to his feet, shall receive of his doctrine. 
“We have better proofs of our Saviour’s love; and the sweetest thought of all 
is this: He would not efface even from His glorified body the marks of the 
wounds He bore for us; not content to treasure in thought the memory of His 
loved ones; He engraves it in His hands and heart; even amid the joys of 
heaven, the very hand that wields the sceptre must rémind him of the loved ones 
still on earth; and the heart that throbs with joy amid the ecstasies of the saints 
must ever remain the heart that was pierced for love of us. 


Higher and higher. “And it came to pass whilst He blessed them, he 
departed from them and was carried up to heaven.” His ascent was therefore 
gradual, for St. Luke seems to distinguish the different stages: He departed, 
was carried up. It must have occupied some time, for in the Book of Acts he 
adds: “And while they were beholding Him going up to heaven, etc.” This 
shows how the Apostles were held spellbound, how they were all absorbed in 
the wonderful scene for some time. Did He ascend alone? St. Paul here sup- 
plies a detail that will add new life to the picture and fresh joy to our hearts. 
He says in Eph. IV, 7: “But to every one of us is given grace according to 
the measure of the giving of Christ. Wherefore He said: Ascending on high, 
He led captivity captive, He gave gifts to men. Now that He ascended what 
is it, but because He also descended first into the lower parts of earth? He 
that descended is the same also that ascended above all heavens, that He might 
fill all things.” The Son of God came down to this lowly world of ours; here 
He gained the victory over sin and death and hell; now He is returning to cele- 
brate His triumph in heaven; and with Him a long train of the captives He 
has set free from Limbo where they were long confined awaiting the day when 
heaven’s gates would swing open to receive them into bliss. These are only the 
first fruits of His triumph: others must follow; and to secure our vocation to 
eternal rejoicing He will distribute ample grace to all. So it will go on till 
the number of the elect is completed. Were we in the place of those saints so 
long detained in the bosom of Abraham, as we read in Lazarus, and now 
entering for the first time into the full enjoyment of our heavenly bliss, only 
then could we fully understand the jubilee of that hour. Then rang out the 
songs of these saints: “The Lamb that was slain is worthy to receive power and 
divinity and wisdom and strength and honor and glory and benediction.” (Apoc. 
V, 12.) Not only the saints of Limbo but also the angels have come in count- 
less myriads to throng the retinue of their king. St. Paul writes: “And when 
He bringeth the First begotten into the world He saith: Let all the angels of 
God adore Him.” How much more now will He bid them do homage, when 
He leads Him to His throne and says: “Thy throne, O God. is forever and 
ever: a sceptre of justice is the sceptre of Thy kingdom.” Then look at the 
words which the two angels spoke just now: “This Jesus, shall so come, as 
you have seen Him going into heaven.” Now we know how our Lord will 
come at the end of time. He Himself has told it: “The Son of man shall come 
in His majesty and all the angels with Him.” 

Till seen no more. “And a cloud received Him out of their sight.” Our 
Lord remained visible as long as His wisdom deemed fit; then He allowed the 
cloud to screen Him from view. They had sufficient evidence of His ascent 
from the earth; as for the rest, St. Mark simply adds: “And (He) sitteth on 

















THE LiGcuorian. 213 


the right hand of God.” All the curious inquiries of the natural sciences as to 
distance, direction, place, are excluded from the sacred page; only faith and 
hope are contented to the full. That cloud was a symbol and seal of His real, 
personal divinity. Thus God led His people from Egypt through the desert to 
the promised land under the symbol of the cloud; God gave His laws on Mt. 
Sina from amid the clouds; at Solomon’s dedication of the temple He filled the 
immense temple with a dense cloud of smoke as an emblem of His presence; in 
Psalm CITI, 3, God is designated as the one “Who makest the cloud thy chariot.” 
No wonder that when Our Saviour stood before the Great Council awaiting His 
death sentence, and when the High priest adjured Him by the living God to tell 
whether He was truly the Son of God, His short answer was: “Thou hast said 
it; nevertheless I say to you, hereafter you shall see the Son of man sitting 
on the right hand of the power of God, and coming in the clouds of heaven.” 
That was enough: He was condemned to death as a blasphemer. Surrounded 
by shining choirs of jubilant angels, our Saviour still thinks of us and sends us 
a message of solace. 


Two angels, with a message of comfort, 10-11. “And while they 
were beholding Him going up to heaven, behold two men stood by 
them in white garments.” Hardly has Our Saviour appeared in public, 
when this promise falls from His lips: “Amen, amen, I say to you, 
you shall see the heavens opened and the angels of-God ascending and 
descending upon the Son of man.” (J. I. 51). Before His birth, 
angels had come to announce His arrival in the world; they came to 
Zachary in the temple and to Mary in the humble home of Nazareth. 
They hovered over the field and cave of Bethlehem. They guided St. 
Joseph in his doubts and dangerous wanderings. When Our Saviour 
inaugurates His public life with the long fast in the wilderness we 
meet the angels come to minister unto Him; and when His public career 
has come to its close we meet the angel comforting Him in the agonies 


of the garden, and angels guarded His glorious grave. Then it seems 
but natural that we meet them here too. 


They appeared in white garments as emblematic of their bliss; for so our 
Lord showed Himself at His Transfiguration on Mt. Tabor, with garments white 
as the snow; so St. John describes his visions of heaven, where the saints have 
washed their robes and made them white in the blood of the Lamb; (Apoc. VII, 
14) the Bride of the Lamb is now arrayed for the marriage feast, “and it is 
granted to her that she should clothe herself in fine linen, glittering and white” 
(Apoc. XIX, 8); and when he points out the very throne of God, he writes: 
“And I saw a great white throne” (Apoc. XXI, 11). May the vision of all this 
glory burst full upon our bewildered sight one day ;—till then we have the words 
of the angels as a comfort. 

Their message. “Who also said: Ye men of Galilee, why stand ye looking 
up to heaven? This Jesus who is taken up from you into heaven, shall so come 
as you have seen Him going into heaven.” See how thoughtful our Saviour 
was! How easily could despondency and sadness have seized upon their hearts 
as they wandered home alone; hedged in by a hostile world. Might they not 
lose all courage when the shadows of the first night fell upon them and they 
knew their Lord and Master so far away; they used to grow disheartened when 
He was still with them and some passing storm ruffled the lake about them! 
The presence of the angels was evident proof that His care for them would 
continue unchanged. Perhaps they might have lingered on the mount, puzzled 
as to what they should do next; hence the angel reminds them of our Lord’s 
last advices: they should not tarry here but return to Jerusalem and there await 
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the coming of the Holy Ghost. The angel did not hold out the unfounded hope 
of again seeing our Saviour in this world; just the contrary, he explicitly alluded 
to His coming at judgment; now the apostles knew that this hour was reserved 
to the knowledge of the Father alone; they knew well enough that our Lord 
Himself never held out any other consolation or substitute for His personal 
presence but the Paraclete, who would come to teach them all truth; even in 
that last conversation described in Acts I, 8, he merely assures them that they 
will receive the power of the Holy Ghost and must bear witness to our Lord 
even to the ends of the earth. The real drift of the angels’ address seems to be 
this: Christ is now ascended to His triumph and this triumph will last unalter- 
able forever; no more suffering nor humiliation nor death. 

A joyful return. “And they adoring went back into Jerusalem with great 
joy.” First notice their adoration and then their joy; then we have the correct 
order of events and their joy is intelligible. They adored because they realized 
God’s presence here. Our Lord had foretold: “I ascend to my Father and your 
Father; to my God and your God”; and now the prophecy came true. They 
were eyewitnesses to the miracle of His bodily ascension into the clouds; and 
they knew that this was the work of God. Abraham, Isaac and Jacob were 
wont to erect altars and adore in all places hallowed by God’s presence even 
though made manifest only by the ministry of an angel; but the apostles under- 
stood the symbolism that accompanied the ascension; they had been taught by 
long years of intimacy that our Lord was also our God, and was now returned 
to the glory He had with the Father before the beginning of the world. So 
their joy was now an unselfish joy; for they rejoiced in His glory. But they 
also knew that His own ascension was for them a tangible pledge of their own 
future exaltation. They went back rejoicing and in all their discourses to the 
people, in all their epistles we seem to hear the echoes of this last scene indel- 
ibly impressed on their minds. Their words still ring with hopeful assurance. 
Listen to St. Peter in his first public address on Pentecost day: “This Jesus 
hath God raised again, whereof all we are witnesses. Being exalted therefore, by 
the right hand of God and having received of the Father the promise of the 
Holy Ghost, He hath poured forth this which you see and hear.” So our Lord 
in heaven sitting upon the right hand of His Father still showers His love upon 
us all on earth. (Acts II, 33). Again when St. Peter wrought his first miracle 
in the temple, he points out our Lord: “Whom heaven indeed must receive until 
the restitution of all things.” (Acts III, 21.) 


We remember how St. Stephen was inspired with heroic courage: 
“But he being full of the Holy Ghost, looking up steadfastly to heaven, 
saw the glory of God, and Jesus standing on the right hand of God. 
And he said: Behold I see the heavens opened, and the Son of man 
standing on the right hand of God.” (Acts VII, 55.) Just recall the 
beautiful aspiration of St. Paul : “Therefore if you be risen with Christ ; 
seek the things that are above, where Christ is sitting at the right hand 
of God. Mind the things that are above, not the things that are upon 
the earth.” (Col. III, 1-2). 

JouNn Ze ter, C. Ss R. 





OUR LADY OF PERPETUAL HELP 





Towards the end of the Fifteenth Century, owing to the threatened 
invasion of the Turks, crowds fled to Italy for safety from the little 
island of Crete. In one of these bands of refugees there was a pious 
merchant who seemed as much intent on preserving a certain treasure 
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he possessed as on saving his own life. This treasure was none other 
than the picture of Our Lady of Perpetual Help. Although this is the 
first explicit mention of this picture in history, nevertheless popular 
tradition seems to favor the opinion that it is a development of the 
portrait of the Blessed Virgin said to have been drawn by St. Luke. 

And now, behold, Mary is coming from the Orient unto the West; 
The Mother is coming to her children; the Queen to her subjects. She 
is even impatient of her future work of love. She would inaugurate 
her coming to Europe by a miracle. 

The ship that bore the Cretan merchant was overtaken by a terrible 
storm. After laboring against it in vain, the sailors gave up in despair 
and abandoned their ship and their own lives to the mercy of the winds 
and waves. Cries of terror were heard on all sides. One man alone 
was calm. It was the pious merchant. He had confidence that she 
whose picture he was rescuing from threatened desecration would now 
come to his assistance. Such confidence never goes unrewarded. The 
merchant took the picture and held it up before his despairing fellow- 
passengers, and told them that when all earthly help had proved un- 
availing this good mother could still save them. All threw themselves 
on their knees and prayed. Their prayers were heard. As of old when 
the storm on the sea of Galilee ceased at the command of Jesus, so now, 
at the intercession of Mary, the angry waves were quieted, and the 
ship rode safely to Ostia, where the merchant disembarked, and 
whence he journeyed with his treasure to Rome. 

The King who had promised to remain forever with His Church 
had His Capital at Rome. Was it not fitting that the Queen of Per- 
petual Help should likewise live and be honored there? 

‘Not long after his arrival in the Eternal City the pious merchant 
died a beautiful death—who that is truly devoted to Mary will not so 
die? His last request was that the picture which he had done so much 
to save should come to be venerated in one of the Churches of Rome. 
But what design of Providence is there that Satan does not attempt to 
frustrate? When did it ever happen that devotion to God’s holy 
Mother spread without stirring up all the envy and malice and hatred 
and the bitterest opposition of hell? Here was no exception. For a 
long time they, in whose house the picture was kept, refused to part 
with the treasure, not through malice, but because of a strange fascina- 
tion which they felt for the picture. The Blessed Virgin herself 
appeared to the little child of the house and said: “Go, tell your 
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mother that the Lady of Perpetual Help wishes to have her home be- 
tween the church of St. Mary Major and that of St. John.” This was 
the church of St. Matthew, belonging to the Augustinians. The mother 
would have complied with the request, but for the intervention of a 
friend who laughed at the simple story of the child and bade the 
mother not to heed it. Scarcely had this woman given her advice 
when she became suddenly afflicted by a terrible tumor. She fell upon 
the ground in an agony of pain, and she would probably thus have died 
had she not repented of having given the bad advice and begged that 
the picture of Our Lady of Perpetual Help be brought to her. She 
touched the picture and recovered instantaneously. 

So the picture was offered to the Augustinians of St. Matthew’s. 
This was early in 1499. On March 27 of the same year the picture 
was carried in procession through the streets of Rome, and then placed 
above the High Altar in the church. During the procession a woman 
' who had suffered for years from paralysis in the arm touched the holy 
picture and was immediately cured. 

All this was more than four hundred years ago and the shouts of 
triumph and of praise and the voices of the prayerful multitude that 
welcomed Mary to her throne that day have so grown that to-day in 


every Redemptorist parish in almost every country of the world the 
name of Our Lady of Perpetual Help is a household word and there 


are thousands of homes wherein the picture of this good mother is 
revered. 

But how came it ever that the Redemptorists have charge of this 
picture? Did we not say it was presented originally to the Augustin- 
ians? We shall tell the story briefly. 

For three centuries, that is, from 1499 till about 1809, the picture 
of Our Lady of Perpetual Help remained in St. Matthew’s. In 1808 
Napoleon ordered General Miollis to take Rome. This General dis- 
covered that, for the proper execution of his command, the church 
of the Augustinians, which stood in the way of his cannons and bat- 
teries, must fall. Of course it was levelled to the ground. God some- 
times allows the petty tyrants of this world to have their way—but 
these are only as clouds, impotent and void, which pass before the 
shining Sun of Justice. St. Matthew’s was levelled and its little com- 
munity fled with their picture to the church of St. Eusebius and later 
on to that of Santa Maria in Posterula. Here then for fifty-eight long, 
weary years she who had once drawn down the acclamations of all 





‘ 











THE LIGuorRIAN. 217 


Rome was abandoned and forgotten save for the few faithful friars 
who continued to love her. 


In 1854 the Redemptorists purchased the Villa Caserta, Rome, 
and built upon its extensive grounds the church and monastery of St. 
Alphonsus. One day the Fathers of this house learned of the strange 
fact that they were living by the side of the old ruins of a church 
which had once been noted for its miraculous picture of the Blessed 
Virgin. To this one of the Fathers added the striking coincidence that 
when he used to serve Mass, as a little boy, in the church of Santa 
Maria in Posterula, he used to see—in the private oratory of the friars 
there—that very picture which once brought crowds to old St. 
Matthew’s. This took place in the year 1863. In the same year Father 
Blosi, S. J., gave a course of sermons on the Glories of Mary in one 
of the leading Churches in Rome. One of these sermons treated of 
“the ancient aad miraculous picture of Our Lady of Perpetual Help.” 
His reference to the miracles already related and to church of St. 
Matthew’s left no doubt whatever as to what picture he had in mind. 
Thus then became known the hiding-place, the title, and the ancient 
home of the picture. 


Two years later Most Rev. Father Mauron, then Superior General 
of the Redemptorists, putting together all these circumstances and stat- 
ing particularly our Blessed Lady’s express wish to dwell “between the 
church of St. Mary Major and that of St. John,” petitioned the Holy 
Father Pope Pius IX. to have the picture of Our Lady of Perpetual 
Help brought to the church which was built alongside the ruins of that 
picture’s ancient sanctuary. The request was granted. The Augus- 
tinians willingly gave up the treasure they had been guarding so long 
and so faithfully. On April 26, 1866, an immense multitude accom- 
panied Our Lady of Perpetual Help to the church of St. Alphonsus. 
New miracles gave evidence of heaven’s pleasure. The picture was 
placed above the high altar in the church and there it remains to this 
day. It has triumphed over persecution, it has outlived the great ones 
of the earth, it has conquered all its enemies; and Thou alone, O God, 
canst tell how many favors have been obtained, how many homes made 
happy, how many loves have been sanctified, how many hearts made 
pure through the intercession of Thy dear Mother, our Mother—the 
world’s Perpetual Help! 


MicHae H. PatuHe, C. Ss. R. 
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A DREADFUL DAY 


I. 


When Mr. Maloney returned to the dining room, after having called 
the Doctor over the ‘phone, Uncle Stanhope, Karl and Patrick were 
just rising from their supper. 

“Ts Dr. Gogarty your authority for that extraordinary statement 
you just made?” inquired Uncle Stanhope dryly. 

“Yes, he is,” replied Mr. Maloney, “but, wait until he comes, and 
you can hear his own account.” 

“Humph!” was Uncle Stanhope’s reply. Mr. Maloney felt hopeful 
over the Doctor’s information, and he was more than anxious to hear 
the story from his own lips. As they walked into the library Uncle 
Stanhope drew a cigar case from his pocket, and taking out a couple 
of “El Toros”, he handed one to Karl and bit off the end of the other 
himself. Mr. Maloney and Patrick never smoked. 

“T cannot imagine” said Uncle Stanhope, as he lit up, “how this 
Doctor Gogarty could know anything about Willie.” 

“Wait a few moments and we'll hear it from himself,” replied Mr. 
Maloney. “And I would remind you Stanhope, that Doctor Gogarty 
will be my guest, and I would beg you not to say anything to wound 
his feelings. Great good may come to us from this information.” 

“O, don’t worry, don’t worry; I won’t say anything to hurt him,” 
said Uncle Stanhope, smiling a queer kind of a little smile. 

Just then the door-bell rang, and Mr. Maloney hastened to admit 
the Doctor, for it was he, looking as sleek and well-groomed as a barber. 

“Come right in Doctor,” said Mr. Maloney effusively, as he took 
the Doctor’s hand in a hearty grasp, “you’re very welcome. We're all 
most anxious to know about my boy. I called you up this afternoon, 
but you were out.” 

“Yes, Yes,” replied the Doctor, “had a call on the river front. 
Workman broke his arm. Was sorry that you were disappointed, but 
couldn’t be helped. Duty before pleasure, you know.” 

“Thank you,” said Mr. Maloney pleased at the delicate little com- 
pliment, “here, let me take your hat and cane, and come right in to 
the library. I suppose you know my son Patrick and Mr. Schneider- 
hahn ?” 

“Oh yes, yes,” said the Doctor. 

“And Mr. Moriarity, my brother-in-law?” 





a 





THE LiGuoriIAN. 219 


“No,” said Uncle Stanhope lifting himself out of a large leather 
chair, “Doctor Gogarty and I have never met, but, I have heard much 
of him, from Miss Charlotte Queen,” at the same time extending his 
hand, which the Doctor took a little nervously. 

“Jove,” he thought, “I wonder if Miss Queen has been blabbing.” 

But Uncle Stanhope’s blue eyes were looking at him with a child-like 
innocence. 

“I hope Miss Queen found something good to say about me,” he 
said smiling and showing his white teeth. 

“Yes, indeed,” replied Uncle Stanhope, “all good.” 

The Doctor felt a little dubious. He was somewhat taken aback 
to find such an audience. He expected to see Grace and the other girls, 
and had conned his little story over again, to make the best impression. 
When a rat is put into a cage with a rattle snake, they say he instantly 
retreats into a corner and facing his enemy fights with the utmost 
desparation for his life. So was it with the Doctor. Some instinct told 
him that Uncle Stanhope was inimical. So, he braced himself for the 
ordeal, determined not to be outdone. He possessed a certain shrewd- 
ness and quickness which naturally belongs to the Celtic race. It was 
a case of Greek meeting Greek. 


“Have a cigar,” said Mr. Maloney producing a box from the table 
drawer. 


“Thank you,” said the Doctor, “I just pitched away a butt as I 
entered the gate.” 
“Well,” after a short pause, “another won’t hurt me.” 


Mr. Maloney struck a match and soon the aroma of what smokers 
call a “good cigar” was mingling with that of the El Toros. 

“I know you're all anxious to hear what I have to tell,” said the 
Doctor without any further preliminaries, “and I might be able to 
throw some light on the situation.” 

Uncle Stanhope leaned back and contemplated the young man 
through the blueish haze as he narrated in substance the little tale he 
had already told to Grace, leaving out many little frills calculated to 
impress the susceptible female heart. His narrative, however, was 
punctured, here and there, by a question from Uncle Stanhope, in- 
nocent enough, yet, which bid fair to bring that fairy palace, like a 
house of cards tumbling to the ground. 

“What was the name of that old darkey that was dying of small- 
pox?” asked Uncle Stanhope. 
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“I don’t know,” replied the Doctor, “he was speechless ; he couldn’t 
tell me.” 

“Oh! pardon me, I —— the messenger who called you might 
have told you his name.’ 

“You say it was on ‘the Brockton Place?” said Uncle Stanhope. 
“Which part of the Brockton Place?” 

“T don’t know” replied the Doctor somewhat testily, “I don’t keep 
a plan of the Brockton Place on my table.” 

“Whose rig was that you secured?” asked Uncle Stanhope. 

“I really don’t know” replied the Doctor, “my brother sent it over.” 

“Oh!” said Uncle Stanhope. 

Mr. Maloney was becoming quite nervous and looked real hard in 
Uncle Stanhope’s direction, but failed to catch his eye. 

‘What was the color of that touring car?” asked Uncle Stanhope. 

“How could I tell that, in the night, when it rushed by me like 
the wind? I had difficulty enough keeping my horse in the road.” 

“Naturally, naturally,” acquiesced Uncle Stanhope. The Doctor 
was wide awake. It wasn’t easy to catch him. 

“You say that old lad had the small-pox ?” 

“Yes,” replied the Doctor warily. 

“Who buried him?” 

“The Doctor hesitated. 

“Oh, some of the darkies out there.” 

‘Has the house been disinfected ?” 

“Surely. I disinfected it before I left.” 

“Humph!” said Uncle Stanhope, “the only way to disinfect such 
places is to burn ’em down.” 

Karl and Patrick smiled. They had been enjoying this cross-fire 
immensely, Karl sending up great rings of white smoke. Mr. 
Maloney’s nervousness, however, increased. 

“Did you hand in a report of that to the health department ?” asked 
Uncle Stanhope. 

“No, not yet,” replied the Doctor, “plenty of time for that.” 

“We might get that small-pox all over the country,” muttered Uncle 
Stanhope, “something should be done to keep it from spreading. I 
must call up Doctor Mudd in the morning and tell him about it.” 

Anyone could see that the Doctor was on the gridiron. Karl and 
Patrick grinned ; but Mr. Maloney could contain himself no longer. 

“It ill becomes us,” he finally blurted out, “to haggle over insignifi- 
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cant particulars. The main thing is to find the boy and get him back. 
I don’t care if the darkey died of small-pox or what he died of. 

“That’s true,” said Uncle Stanhope, a little smile creeping into the 
corners of his eyes, “getting Willie is the main thing. We must get 
on the road again tomorrow morning. Will you join us, Doctor?” 

“Yes, indeed, by all means.” 

“Do you know the exact spot where that car stood?” 

This was a poser for the Doctor didn’t really know, but he was 
equal to the emergency. 

“Yes,” he said looking Uncle Stanhope squarely in the eye, “I can 
bring you to the exact spot.” 

“Oh Moses!” interjected Father Johnson, “if that had been the 
first lie he ever told, it would have choked him. 

“You'll have to get a good riding horse, and meet us here at seven 
sharp,” said Uncle Stanhope to the Doctor looking at him out of the 
corner of his eye, “and don’t forget to provide yourself with a revolver. 
Have you got one?” 

“Yes,” said the Doctor, “as good as they make.” 

Mr. Maloney accompanied the Doctor to the door, and out to the 
front steps patting him on the shoulder and warmly expressing his 
gratitude. He not only felt a strong hope of recovering Willie, but he 
was also glad to save his ten thousand dollars. 

“That’s a great cock and bull story that Doctor has about that 
darkey with the small-pox,” said Uncle Stanhope laughing, when Mr. 
Maloney returned. 

“Oh, Stanhope,” said Mr. Maloney, “let us be charitable. Why 
should the Doctor bother his head about us, unless to help us out of 
our trouble? 

With that Uncle Stanhope, Patrick and Karl went off to bed, as 
they were mortally tired. Mr. Maloney remained up late in the library 
reading the “Following of Christ”, which was indeed his great panacea 
for all ills; while the Doctor, in bad humor with Uncle Stanhope, 
hurried off to a livery to arrange for a horse to be sent to the Infirmary 
at six sharp the next morning. 

“What the d—I! could possess that old cove to bother his head so 
much about that old darkey?” I believe the Doctor had succeeded in 
convincing himself that the thing really happened. 

“In that case,” I said, “he wouldn’t be lying, would he?” 

Father Johnson shook his head dubiously. 
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A few minutes later the Doctor was in bed and was soon in the 
arms of Morpheus. 

II. 

Willie, when he turned away from the door of Jerry’s ‘hospitable 
mansion’ plunged into the forest without chart or compass. It was a 
grey day, the sky overcast; and though somewhat after noon, the sun 
could not be seen. He struggled desperately onward handicapped by 
his fifteen-foot beam, in which direction he knew not. It was marvel- 
ous how fast he got over the ground considering his difficulties. From 
time to time he would have to stop to extricate his chain from some 
sapling or bush; and, often he would have to go back the full length 
of the beam before he could do so. But fear lent wings to his feet 
and strength to his legs. Anything to increase the distance between 
‘himself and Jerry. After what seemed to him an interminable length 
of time, forcing his way through the thick undergrowth, he reached a 
cane-brake. He found this even more difficult to negotiate, for, the 
canes grew very close together; and were thick and strong; and the 
leaves were like lancets. Before he got through that cane-brake, the 
backs of his hands were cut in several places and bleeding. But, 
hunters don’t mind such trifles. At last he came out of the cane-brake 
into a strip of pine trees. Here the undergrowth was not so luxuriant. 
A carpet of brown pine-needles made walking easier. By this time, he 
was pretty tired, and moreover, since he had such a struggle forcing 
his way through the brush and cane-brake, his mouth was parched and 
he began to feel the pangs of thirst. He also felt faint and dizzy, for, 
he had eaten nothing but cold mush and milk and a little bread and 
butter, and not so much of that. He dropped his beam upon the 
ground, and sinking down upon it, he sat with his back against a young 
pine and rested, but his mind was very busy. “In which direction am 
I going?” He looked around him. The cane-brake stretched a solid 
wall as far as the eye could reach; the strip of pine-woods also. As 
his eyes roamed from object to object, he finally descried a beech tree 
about two hundred yards away. His face lit up. “TI can tell the direc- 
tion from that beech.” Then, his thoughts went back to Jerry. “Is he 
dead? Perhaps, he is. Well, it would be a blessing. The scoundrel 
tried to murder me. If I’m not dead, it isn’t his fault. True, that 
bluff of mine didn’t work.” Then, his thoughts turned to his miracu- 
lous escape. “That was certainly the mercy of God.” Tears of grati- 
tude welled into his eyes, and he made a fervent act of thanksgiving. 
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“But, if Jerry’s dead, what has become of his soul? Perhaps he’s in 
hell at this very moment. He was never baptized, that’s pretty sure. 
I remember he said he had ‘no ma’. No mother’s influence ever came 
into his life. Perhaps he was an orphan, or abandoned, living in the 
woods like a wild animal, the tool of unscrupulous villains, an outcast, a 
law-breaker for a few paltry dollars.” A feeling of pity for the poor 
devil surged into his heart. His thoughts flew way to his own mother. 
“What a saint? So earnest, so religious ; so watchful over her children. 
What a great gift of God, such a mother!” And his father, what a 
splendid Christian! He couldn’t think of a single bad habit. What a 
model for his children! Then, his brother and sisters. What fine 
Catholics! How devoted to their religion? What a happy home-life! 
Alas! poor Jerry, what a contrast in his poverty! Surely, misfortunes 
tear away the scales from our eyes. Willie realized now, as never 
before, the ineffable blessings God had poured out into his life. His 
thoughts now took a turn. “Suppose Jerry is not dead. Suppose, even 
now he is in hot pursuit. I wonder if he could track me. He might, 
for, I fear, that I blazed my way with this beam breaking off limbs 
and scratching the bark off the trees.” A cold perspiration broke out 
all over him. ‘“My God, if he catches me now, he'll surely murder 
me.” He jumped to his feet and picked up his beam and off, as fast 
as his feet could carry him to the aforementioned beech tree. This 
tree he scrutinized, very closely. “Just as I thought,” he said to him- 
self. A delicate green moss covered one side of the trunk but was not 
to be found on the other. This was as good as a compass to a hunter, 
for the moss grows only on the north side of the tree. “I’ve been going 
west,” he said to himself, “just the opposite of the way I wanted to 
go. But that’s Divine Providence too, for Jerry, if he recovers, 
would never set out west to find me.” Standing to the south of the 
tree, his eye ranged through the grove of pine trees until he espied 
one far to the north, and much larger than any of its fellows. “That 
will be my compass. I’ll follow the edge of the cane-brake, for, I 
remember, that last night by the misty light of the moon, Jerry 
carried me through a pine wood for I could smell the pines, and 
through a cane-brake for the leaves cut me.” And Willie could see that 
the edge of the cane-brake veered off to the northeast and led, most 
probably, to the edge of the lagoon. Lifting his beam onto his right 
shoulder he started again with renewed courage. But, he had not 
proceeded more than ten steps on his way, when he suddenly heard an 
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ominous rattling at the foot of a little bush. He jumped back with a 
cry of horror, as a large rattle snake squirmed along in front of him. 
One step more would have brought him right on top of the monster, 
and, in all probability he would have been bitten. The snake was fully 
eight feet long, and as thick as a man’s arm, an ugly looking, horrible 
creature. In a moment he was coiled and ready for a spring. Willie 
forgot Jerry and everything else. His hunter's instinct was all to 
the fore. “I'll fix you,” he muttered. The head of the snake with its 
little gleaming eyes was lifted about eight inches above his coiled body, 
the forked tongue dashing back and forth in constant play. The 
snake was very angry and kept up a continuous rattling. Willie crept 
forward slowly and cautiously; then, with a quick movement he 
dropped his beam. It struck the snake squarely on the head, which 
was flattened out under it like a pancake. The snake’s body slowly 
uncoiled. 

“That’s the way,” said Willie with great satisfaction, “a beam 
smashed one rattlesnake today, and now a beam’s smashing another.” 
He smiled grimly. Then, with a hunter’s pride, he whipped out his 
pocket knife and cut off the snake’s rattle as a trophy. There were 
fourteen rattles. 

“Some snake,” he muttered to himself, “fourteen years old.” As 
soon as I get out of this peck of trouble, I'll come back for that skin 
and stuff it. Where there’s one, there’s generally more.” Looking 
carefully around, he could discover no sign of snakes, so pushing the 
snake’s body under a little bush he again shouldered his beam and 
pushed forward. Locomotion became more and more difficult to 
Willie ; he grew weaker and weaker ; the beam became heavier at every 
step. Frequent stops were necessary to rest and catch breath. His 
mouth was becoming more and more dry. Now and then he could 
notice black specks floating before his eyes. Presently as he was toiling 
painfully along, he made a valuable find. ‘Could he believe his eyes? 
Yes? No? Surely, its a hickory spoke about three feet in length.” A 
peculiar joy shot through his whole being at seeing that spoke. That 
supplied him with some kind of a weapon, at least. He no longer felt 
so helpless. With that spoke, there’s no telling what he might do. 
He might even crack Jerry’s poll with it, if that worthy should come 
at him weaponless. Of course, it was no match for a bowie knife, or, 
a revolver, or, a double-barrelled shotgun, but it was infinitely better 
than one’s bare hands. ’Twas wonderful what courage the sight of 
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that spoke gave him. He took new heart. No weary pilgrim on the 
Sahara ever felt greater content on beholding a green oasis smiling 
before him. He dropped his beam and seized the spoke with eagerness. 
His eyes roamed over it; he ran both hands over it and felt every 
part. Yes, it was a good sound, solid, hickory spoke. Now, at least, 
he possessed some kind of a weapon, and no telling what the next few 
hours would bring forth. Suddenly the thought struck him: “Maybe 
I could break the staple with this spoke.’’ He turned over the beam and 
examined the chain and staple carefully. It was a good job. Every 
link was strong and perfect. He began hammering at the staple. The 
blows resounded through the woods. Not the slightest impression. 
He might as well have hammered at the pyramid of Cheops. Then, 
a great fear entered his heart, that Jerry might be in pursuit and hear 
the sound of those blows. Sound travels in the still woods. He rose 
at once, shouldered his beam and put off as fast as he could. How 
long he had been walking he knew not. He had no way of measuring 
time. But, his progress became slower and slower. A great faintness 
came over him. He could move no longer. ‘Might just as well lie 
down here and die, as anywhere else.’ Suddenly, he saw at some 
distance, through the pines, the sheen of water. His heart gave a great 
bound. He shouldered the beam again and exerted his utmost strength. 
In a few moments he was kneeling at the water’s edge and lapping it, 
green and stagnant as it was, like a famished dog. It tasted like the 
elixir of the gods. He felt much refreshed after this drink, bad as it 
was, and sat on the bank to think. Surely, it was in this neighborhood 
that Jerry crossed last night. I must get across this lagoon, but, I’d 
better wait until dark. My progress would be necessarily slow and 
Jerry might turn up at any moment, and he could see me at a long 
distance on the water. No, I must get away from here, and at once. 
It will be much easier for me to wade than to drag or carry this beam 
through the woods. He quickly slipped off his shoes and stockings. 
Then, the idea struck him that it would be well to keep his clothes dry. 
So. denuding himself of his nether garments, he knotted them with his 
shoes about his neck, and pushing his beam ahead of him like a boat, 
with his hickory spoke in his right hand he struck out bravely toward 
the south. After some time, the pine woods passed out of sight; 
then, he passed the cane-brake and left it behind. Here, there was a 
bend in the shore, and soon he noticed that the undergrowth was 


exceedingly dense and great cypress trees lifting their heads toward 
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the sky. “That’s the place for me,” he thought, “just at the foot of that 
bushy tree. I can wait there till night comes, then across, and home.” 
He put in, and the bushy tree, to his great joy, was a low tree covered 
with a grape-vine loaded with choke-grapes. He slipped on his clothes 
quickly, shivering, for it was cold. Then, seating himself on an old 
warty log that lay at the foot of the little tree, after plucking several 
bunches of the grapes, he began to devour them. "Twas like eating the 
*honey and the honey comb’. He ate grapes until his hunger was satis- 
fied. After which, he took another drink of lagoon-water, to wash 
them down. He then seated himself again on the old warty log to 
wait for the friendly cover of night, having first stood his beam end- 
ways against the branches of the tree. His eyelids drooped, for he was 
very tired. In a few moments he was sound asleep, with his trusty 
hickory spoke held in his right hand like the sceptre of Kings. 

“Jerry, in the meantime, lay on the floor of his ‘hospitable mansion’, 
like one dead, for a long time. Fortunately, for him, his head was 
outside of that cart-load of dirt, otherwise he would have been suf- 
focated. Suddenly, his eyes opened, and with an effort he dragged 
himself out from under the cart-load of dirt. A sharp pain in his head 
reminded him of what had happened. He put his hand up and found 
his hair matted with blood. He looked around for the boy. He was 
gone and the beam with him. Jerry swore a blue streak. Folding a 
towel he laid it on top of his head and slipped on his coon-skin cap. 
He looked for his revolver. He soon found it under the dirt. He 
rubbed it off and reloaded. He then slipped two cartridges into the 
gun and climbing the stairs he attempted to open the door. He found 
himself locked in. Then he filled the air with profanity. Drawing 
back his huge foot he delivered a fearful kick. The door trembled. 
Another; the door flew from its hinges. Jerry strode out into the 
forest determined to bring the boy back dead or alive. 

W. T. Bonn, C. Ss. R. 

Note—In the June Liguorian: “The Captive”. 


MARY, REFUGE OF SINNERS 





In his first epistle St. John has these consoling words, “My little 
children, these things I write to you that you may not sin. But if 
any man sin, we have an advocate with the Father, Jesus Christ, the 
just; and he is the propitiation for our sins; and not for ours only, but 
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also for those of the whole world.” Upon these words St. Bernard 
remarks: Then why should poor sinners fear to approach our Saviour? 
Is such a Son not omnipotent with His Father? Has He not appeased 
His Father's infinite justice by the sacrifice of the cross? Has He not 
washed away our sins in His Blood? And yet, should there be a sinner 
so overwhelmed with sorrow and grief at his misdeeds as to fear Our 
Lord because he sees in Him all the majesty of a God, just for him our 
Saviour has provided another remedy. Just for his sake has our 
Lord desired to have a Mother that she might be an intercessor for 
sinners whom a sense of guilt overpowers. She is all-powerful with 
her Son; and her sorrow-laden heart cannot resist the pleadings of a 
repentant soul. 

For this reason our Holy Church has taught us to invoke her as 
“Our Hope”. Yes, we have often read those words in Jeremias, XVII, 
5: “Cursed be the man that trusteth in man.” But we have also read 
the next words: “and whose heart departeth from the Lord.” We are 
speaking for poor sinners whose hearts are yearning to return to God. 
Truly cursed the man who will trust in man independently of God; 
but our hope in Mary is not such. We hope in Mary because of the 
favor God has shown her, because of the dignity to which He exalted 
her, because we know that she will intercede for us and that God will 
accept her intercession. Can we doubt about her intercession? A serious 
author asks us to reflect: “Will she not intercede for a soul when she 
knows that Her Son loved that soul so tenderly as to shed the last 
drop of His Blood for him?” Now is she united with her Son in 
heavenly bliss. Now does she see how He carries out the promises of 
St. Paul in Hebrews, VII, 25: “Always living to make intercession 
for us.” When she sees her Son so deeply intent on the welfare of 
sinners will she not share His anxiety for sinners and will intercession 
not prove to be her sweetest delight when it offers Him such pleasure? 
Then if she plead in a matter so dear to His heart need we dread a 
refusal ? 

No wonder the saints conclude with St. Bernard: “Then, poor 
sinners, thank God for giving us such an advocate.” If you tremble 
before the justice of God, then trust at least in the tenderness of a 
mother’s heart,—a mother given you by our Lord and God as inter- 
cessor. Then cry to her with the saints: “Come, now, advocate 
of sinners, fulfil your office! 

St. AtpHonsus Licuort. 
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Catholic Anecdotes 











I am told, says Father Vaughan, of a young man at the base in 
France dying of his wounds. Beside him was a friend—a great “Pal’, 
as he called him—wounded too, but not fatally. The dying man had 
lived a reckless life, careless and extravagant. He went to the front 
to fling his life away. He was tired of it. Before passing away he 
softened, and turning to his friend who held his hand, he whispered: 
“When I die, will you shed a tear for me? If you don’t, no one will. 
Nobody cares for me.” 

The young officer, a Catholic, drew from his vest a crucifix, and, 
holding it before the eyes of his dying friend, he answered: 

“Do not say that. See here is one who not only dropped one tear, 
but shed all his blood for you.” 


He looked up—that dying man—his eyes glazed in death, and he 


struggled to say: 


“Let me kiss it.” 


He rose up and kissed it. After doing so he gave a last look at 
his friend, and as he fell back on his pallet, he gasped out the one word, 
“Sweet,” and died. Call it prayer in tabloid form, or what you will— 
be sure that before God it was his salvation. The last word of the 
soldier before he closed his eyes in death was, “Sweet.” He meant, 
Sweet Jesus, have pity on me. 


Driver William Craven, Seventieth Battery, R. F. A., describes 
eo during an artillery duel in pitch darkness a shell wrecked a lonely 
French farmhouse and killed all the family except a little girl whom 

he found just conscious. 

“Both her legs,” he writes, “had been blown away near the knees, 
and one of her arms was missing from below the elbow. The rain 
was coming down into the wreckage, and I took off my great coat 
and wrapped the poor moaning child in it. I sat down on the floor to 
hold her on my knee, and she just opened her eyes and gave me a 
grateful look. Then she moved her sound arm, and the next thing 
I knew she had lifted something to my head and slipped it over my 
shoulders. Her arm dropped. She was dead. She had given me her 
rosary. I thought I had a heart of stone, but I cried like a child that 


night.” 
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Pointed Paragraphs 














IN THE GLAD MAY TIME 





Old earth is glad! He has forgotten the long months that he lay 
ugly, frozen, and motionless beneath the lowering wintry skies; his 
trees are glad, unfolding their leafy dress in all its velvety newness; 
his meadows and lawns are glad, we know it by the joyous spring they 
give beneath our feet; his flowers are glad, painting their pretty faces 
and tossing their perfumes on every playful breeze; glad bees and 
butterflies tease the wayward flowers, and glad birds, just back from 
a winter in the crowded Southland, chirp merry greetings to every 
familiar bough and bush, their friends of a year ago. 

And you, dear reader, are you not lord of creation, and is not all 
this gladness for you? Not for you, that you may smother it by sel- 
fishly hoarding it up in your narrow heart, but for you, that you may 
take it as it overflows about you on bird and breeze and tree and 
flower, and weave a robe and crown for heaven’s Queen, that she in 
turn may take it and you and herself and offer all to Jesus Christ, her 
Son, who, together with the Father and the Holy Ghost, reign through- 
out the endless ages. Thus is completed, round by round, the ladder 
that leads from lowly earth to highest heaven. Whoever cannot take 
his alloted place in this divine concert is a stranger and a mourner amid 
the gladness of the May. 


CHURCH MUSIC 





Pope Benedict XV is echoing the words of Pope Pius X. in urging, 
as so many of their predecessors urged, the use of Church music 
rather than theatre music in the house of God. The office of sacred 
music is not to please men but God—to speak to God in the most 
beautiful language man can use—to repeat the inimitable prayers of 
holy Church in such a way that the faithful can follow them and be 
impressed by them, just as generation after generation of Christians 
have followed them and been impressed by them throughout the ages 
of the past. If it were our sublime privilege to stand with Mary and 
John and the Magdalen beneath the cross of the dying Jesus and pour 
out in devout chant our love for Him or our explanation of His 
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death to the listening disciples, both our heart and our reason would 
tell us what style of music we should use. But we know that the 
Sacrifice of the Mass is the same Sacrifice as the Sacrifice that was 
offered on Mt. Calvary on that first Good Friday; how then can we 
dare to profane it by vain theatrical music? How can we tear to 
tatters the sacred text by senseless repetitions, and sacrifice, the poetic 
beauty of our ancient liturgy, the decorum becoming the house of God, 
and the solemn adoration due to the Body and Blood of Jesus Christ, 
in order to cater to a giddy applause-hungry soloist! 


MAKE A DATE WITH MOTHER 





You're an AI young man. Of course you know it already, but I 
don’t mind telling you again because it’s the truth. You can sing a 
song, tell a story, or crack a joke, and you have enough common sense 
to know when to begin and when to stop. You have often worked up 
a lively conversation where everybody had appeared to be tongue-tied, 
and more than once you have seen a group brighten up when you en- 
tered, like a rain-beaten meadow when the sun comes out. 

When you think of the bright and happy things you'll say to your 
admiring friends, don’t forget the best one of all, the one who never, 
never finds you dull, who is never jealous or critical of you, the most 
constant worshipper at your shrine, the best woman in the world— 
your MOTHER. Let your young associates languish without your pres- 
ence once in a while and give an occasional evening to her. Your 
popularity is proved by the many dates you have to keep, still don’t 
forget to make a date with mother! 





KNOW YOUR FAITH 





We hail this day which sees an increasing number of Catholics seek- 
ing to fit themselves to be better able to give a reason for the faith that 
is in them. Perhaps it was a slur on the priesthood, a jibe about the 
confessional, or a crude story about some “convent horror”; at any 
rate it set their blood boiling, and made them chafe with the keenest 
regret that they were too ignorant of their holy faith to give a crushing 
answer to these deluded Menace-readers. The home where there is 
always a goodly supply of sound Catholic literature and where the 
children are taught from their earliest years to read it with apprecia- 
tion and intelligence, is a stronghold in times like these. 
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ONCE MORE—MOVING PICTURES 





Moving pictures, attended with moderation, could be a power for 
good. But the first indispensible requisite is that they contain nothing 
contrary to faith or morals. The majority of them have failed so 
egregiously in this respect that many cities have established boards to 
censor and eliminate objectionable films. In other cities Catholic 
societies have done good work in this matter. For example the Catholic 
Federation in St. Louis has, according to its last report, had four films 
suppressed, objectionable parts eliminated from six others, and all 
white slave picture shows stopped. 

The misfortune is that the films suppressed in one place are ex- 
hibited in another, and so the ruin of souls goes on. In the next 
session of Congress a bill will be reintroduced to create Federal Censor- 
ship of Moving Pictures. Everyone having at heart the morality of 
‘American youth should urge the passage of this bill, and, what is more, 
once it is passed, see that it is enforced. 


LICKS THE HAND THAT FEEDS HIM 





A Catholic lad of Philadelphia—‘‘an athletic young fellow of 
twenty-five”—as he styles himself, writes to America to state that he 
has been a member (as far as a Catholic can be a member) of the Y. 
M. C. A. for several years. He says that he has been “sometimes 
amused and more often angered” by the silly statements in the Cath- 
olic Press concerning the “baneful” influence of the Y. M. C. A. upon 
Catholic members. He knows better than all the Catholic editors of 
the country, for he has been in the Y. M. C. A. for several years, and 
has not lost the faith. He asks, with just indignation, where Catholic 
young fellows are to go, since Catholic societies are so far behind the 
Y. M. C. A. as not to have the gymnasiums and swimming pools of 
that up-to-date organization. And then, as though his arguments for 
the incomparable superiority of the Y. M. C. A. over Catholic societies 
were not already unanswerable, he adds the clincher: The Knights of 
Columbus are responsible for “weekly inundations of tickets for ama- 
teur theatricals, which are the despair and shame of the educated”. 

We cite this letter because it brings home by a concrete example a 
truth that does not strike us so forcibly when supported by mere dry 
reasoning, viz: that membership in the Y. M. C. A. weakens the Cath- 
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olic spirit and indirectly leads to loss of faith. Here is a young man 
who was once proud of his faith and all that pertains to it; now he is 
ashamed of the societies made up of members of his faith, the next 
move in the natural course of things is to grow ashamed of the faith 
itself. He is fast acquiring the habit of intellectual pride—one of the 
forerunners of apostacy—for, relying on his limited and half-baked 
knowledge, he sets himself to judge and condemn all the old and ex- 
perienced Catholic editors in the country. He has lost that whole- 
souled loyalty to the Church which is a powerful safeguard for the 
faith, for he glories in belonging to an organization which considers 
a Catholic unfit to hold office within its pale. When a Catholic so far 
loses his sense of honor and manly pride as to accept favors from such 
an organization it is no wonder that he goes further and licks the hand 
that feeds him. 


“FOR WHAT THERE'S IN IT.” 





Are you a baseball fan? Then you know how it feels to see the 
other team knock a home-run with the bases full. It hurts, doesn’t it? 

Did you ever put yourself in the place of a Protestant and try to 
imagine how he must feel when he sees hundreds of thousands of 
Catholic Sisters caring for the sick, the poor, the orphan, and the aged, 
while there is practically nothing of the kind in his own church? It 
must hurt him—a home-run for the other side, figuratively speaking. 
Do you wonder then that, as a simple matter of self-defence, he tries 
to disparage the good work done by the sisters? If he is crude and 
ignorant, he will welcome stories about “escaped nuns”, the “horrors 
of the convent”, etc., etc. If, however, he has some little enlighten- 
ment and has seen something besides his own backwoods town, he will 
dismiss these stories (with a sigh, perhaps) and turn to a more plaus- 
ible argument. “The sisters!’ he will say. “Oh they’re like the rest 
of us; they are there for what there’s in it! Ministering angels! Oh 
yes! But at so much per ministration !” 

Now in the first place, the sisters are too busy doing good to bother 
their heads about such cheap criticism from such cheap critics. Sec- 
ondly, everybody knows that a charitable institution cannot be built 
and maintained without money. If the sisters require payment from 
those who are able to make it, they use the money, not for themselves, 
but for the benefit of those who are unable to pay, and this is common 
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sense charity. Thirdly, it is seldom known how much they do for 
charity, for they respect the feelings of their beneficiaries and they look 
for their reward, not from newspaper notoriety, but from the “Father 
who seeth in secret”. Lastly, to come down to a concrete case, in the 
archdiocese of Boston, where the Catholic charities were obliged to 
hand in a summary of their work, it is seen that 42,000 persons were 
aided during the past year, forty per cent of them free, and less than 
thirty per cent paying full fees. The report shows further that the 
orphans there cared for by the state cost annually $114.71 per capita, 
while the sisters, working without salary, cared for 5,535 orphans at 
an annual cost of $54.32 per capita. 


ARKANSAS HOGS HAVE LONG SNOUTS 





It is a respectable and time honored blunder to believe that curiosity 
is the characteristic of the gentle sex. The curiosity of women! Why, 
bless you, it couldn’t hold a candle to the curiosity of the men who 
make the laws (and cut the graft melons) in the glorious common- 
wealth of Arkansas! These solons were just dying to get a look at 
the inside of a Catholic convent. They had walked around and around 
convents. They had chewed up whole plugs of perfectly good tobacco 
while leaning against a wall on the opposite side of the street watching 
the windows of convents. They had sold pumpkins at the back door of 
convents, and come with petitions to be signed to the front door of 
convents. But all that only sharpened their curiosity. They simply 
had to penetrate further into those mysterious places—see where the 
sisters hung their dish rags, the brand of tooth paste they bought, and 
what they used for foot basins. 

Accordingly they passed the Posey bill providing for the inspection 
of convents, etc., and on March 12 the governor signed it. Now the 
sisters can expect to see a committee of bewhiskered Arkansawers 
poking about their most private apartments at any hour of the day or 
night. Arkansas hogs are noted, the world over, for their long snouts ; 
they needn't crow (?); they haven’t anything on Arkansas senators. 


Our “enlightened” community has a remarkable facility in disbe- 
lieving against reason. It will believe anything against Catholicity on 
the bare assertion of an individual whose oath, in a case involving 
property to the amount of five dollars, it would not take-—Brownson. 
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Catholic Events ——— 

















It is said that there are 150,000 Catholic young men in the Y. M. 
C. A., despite the fact that the organization considers it unsafe to 
entrust any office to a Catholic. 
* *” * 
Bishop Shinner of Spokane, Wash., is working to found a Catholic 
colony in his diocese. 
* * . 


The Central-verein of Cleveland is planning a clubhouse, providing 
rooming and board accommodations for single men away from home. 
There is a “Gesellen Haus” of this kind in New York that cost 
$150,000. 

* * * 


In Rochester, N. Y., $20,000 have already been contributed towards 
the erection of a temporary home for girls who are without work and 
strangers in the city. 

* * * 


The last orphan collection in the diocese of Pittsburgh exceeded 
$28,000. 
2 s s 


At a directors’ meeting of the Telegraph-Herald Publishing Co. of 
Dubuque, $40,000 worth of preferred stock was voted to eight charit- 
able institutions. 


* * * 


At a recent meeting of the Philadelphia Federation of Catholic 
Societies an address was delivered by Dr. Flick on the need of a 


Catholic Daily Press. The meeting unanimously approved the move- 
ment. 


* * * 


Miss Mary Merrick, founder of the Christ Child Society, was, this 
year, the recipient of the “Laetare Medal”, conferred each year on one 
of the Catholic laity most deserving of public distinction. 

* * * 

Maurice E. Finn, a wealthy New York lawyer, four years in the 
U. S. diplomatic service, was received as a candidate in the Franciscan 
monastery at Patterson, N. J., March 15. 

* * * 

The Catholic University of America celebrated the Twenty-fifth 
anniversary of its foundation April 25. 

* * * 


Vandals entered the court of the Ursuline convent at Tiffin, Ohio, 
March 14, and destroyed a marble statue of the Blessed Virgin valued 


at several thousand dollars. Two young men pleaded that they had 
accidentally broken it while drunk. 


* * * 
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Bishop Currier of Matanzas, Cuba, has resigned his See on account 
of sickness. 
z x x 


Two American Redemptorists, Father Nicholas Hecker and Father 
John Lowekamp, died during the month of March. R.I. P. 


* * * 


An Oriental, who posed as a clergyman working for an orphan 


asylum in Jerusalem, has been arrested for collecting money under 
false pretences. 
® « 


January 30, Father Galvan, a young Mexican Priest, was shot by 
the revolutionists for hearing the Confessions of their dying victims. 


* * * 
Cardinal Agliardi, Chancellor of the Holy See, died March 19. 
* * * 


Bishop Kennedy, Rector of the American College, Rome, has been 


made a consultor of the Sacred Congregation for the Propagation of 
the Faith. 


* * * 
The historic monastery of the Carmelites on Mt. Carmel, Palestine, 
has been closed on account of the war. 
* * x 


Father Bennett, C. Ss. R., recently received into the Church a 
nephew of the noted English physician, Sir William Roberts. The con- 
vert declared that he had been led into the Church by the example of 
a Catholic fellow student in the medical college. 


* * * 
It is reported that the new Kenrick Seminary, St. Louis, will be 
ready to receive the students next fall. 
& * * 


The West High School auditorium of Minneapolis was asked for 


by the anti-Catholic lecturer, Spurgeon. The school board had the 
justice and decency to refuse. 


* * * 


Active work is going on in Rome upon the case of the canoniza- 
tion of the 257 Irish martyrs put to death under the penal laws. 


* * * 

During the eight years that Father Dempsey’s Hotel for Working- 
men has been established in St. Louis, the guests entertained were 
56,682; free lodgings given, 82,314; free meals, 69,244; employment 
secured, 6,158; placed in hospitals free, 311. 

* * % 


Last year the number of priests in the United States grew at the 
rate of one every 22 hours, and the number of churches at the rate of 
one every 30 hours. 
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Ripley Dunlap Saunders, dramatic and literary editor of the St. 
Louis Post-Dispatch, who died on the operating table of a St. Louis 
hospital March 16, was received into the Church the day he entered 
the hospital. 

* * * 


Emily Hickey, author of “Thoughts of Creedless Women”, has 
been decorated by the Pope with the gold cross “Pro Ecclesia et Ponti- 
fice’, in recognition of all she has done for charity and religion since 
she became a Catholic. Her father and grandfather were Protestant 
ministers. Her book has been the occasion of many conversions. 


* * * 


Father Burger, C. Ss. R., recently preached a mission to non- 
Catholic deaf mutes in Pittsburgh. It is probably the first time such a 


thing was done in this country. Father Burger has given many mis- 
sions to Catholic deaf mutes. 


* * * 


Last month the supreme court of Louisiana handed down a decision 
restraining a school board from introducing the reading of the Prot- 
estant Bible in a public school. 


* * * 


After a long conference with Archbishop de Rio of Mexico, Car- 
dinal Gibbons has declared that armed intervention by the United 
States would be a mistake. 

* * * 


Ten prominent citizens of Arkansas published a manifesto in the 
leading daily of the state, condemning the ignorant, anti-Catholic con- 
spiracy hatched there. Such actions will help to remove the blot left 
upon the fair name of Arkansas by the passage of the convent inspec- 
tion law. 

* * * 

Sunday, April 11, the new cathedral at St. Paul, Minn., was dedi- 
cated. A large number of prelates and priests and an immense multi- 
tude of the laity attended. $1,500,000 have already been spent on the 
cathedral. Nearby one of the most modern and best equipped paro- 
chial schools in the country has just been completed. 


* cod * 
General von Hindenburg always kept on his table a card on which 
was written “Ora et Labora”—Pray and Work. 
* * * 


Anti-Catholic schemers are trying to put a special water tax on the 
parochial schools of Pittsburgh. The priests have declared that they 
will go to jail rather than pay it. 


* * * 


Every week the Morning Star (New Orleans) publishes a list of 


favors received by devoted clients of Theresa, the Little Flower of 
Jesus. 
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The Liguorian Question Box 











(Address all Questions to Rev. P. Geiermann, C. Ss. R., Oconomowoc, Wis. 
Sign Questions with name and address.) 


How can God delegate His power to 
the priest when He is omnipotent? 

God does not delegate His omnipot- 
ence to the priest but His authority to 
teach and govern the faithful and min- 
ister His mercies to them. 

Can Catholics follow the unwritten 
law ? 

No one that intends to observe the 
Ten Commandments—the law of God 
—can follow the so-called unwritten 
law. The unwritten law is the heathen 
doctrine which permits an individual to 
take revenge for injuries received, and 
in extreme cases to usurp the right of 
the state over the life of an individual. 
God has written His laws in every 
human heart and engraven them on 
stone that man should not forget them. 
Hence those who have recourse to the 
so-called unwritten law seek to justify 
themselves before men for crimes 
which God condemns, or to escape the 
civil punishment which they have rich- 
ly deserved. 


My partner says he would join the 
Catholic Church tomorrow if I could 
show him how the Church can be in- 
fallible. What shall I tell him? 

Tell your partner to pray for a while 
to obtain the grace necessary to en- 
lighten and strengthen his mental vis- 
ion. After you have joined him in 
this for a week explain to your partner 
that the infallibility of the Church is 
from God, and not from man. Show 
him the difference between impeccabil- 
ity and infallibility. Every member of 
the Church can commit sin, and hence 
is peccable. But when the head of the 
Church acts, not in his own name, but 
as the official representative of God on 
earth in deciding doubts about faith or 
morals, the Spirit of God keeps him 
from leading the souls confided to his 
care on the way to infidelity or im- 
morality. This is infallibility. This in- 
fallibility is required by the very nature 
of a divine Church as anyone can easily 
see. The Son of God came into this 
world to give every honest soul divine 
certainty of the truth, the way, and the 
life. He was perfect and could not 
make a mistake, all-holy and would not 


lead man astray. But as soon as Christ 
delegated His authority to a mortal be- 
ing He was bound in justice to Him- 
self, in justice to His Church, and in 
justice to every honest soul to take the 
precaution necessary to prevent His 
Vicar on earth from leading the souls 
confided to him astray through an er- 
roneous judgment or through bad will. 
Jesus Christ took this precaution by 
sending the Holy Ghost to keep His 
Church in the way of truth and holi- 
ness unto the end of time. 

It often struck me that the Sisters 
wear a very funny dress. Can’t some- 
thing be done to induce them to be 
more up-to-date? 

It may strike someone else that you 
are either ignorant or egotistic in de- 
manding others to conform to your up- 
to-date standard. One less worldly- 
minded than yourself would easily 
learn a lesson of modesty from our 
sisters, a lesson very necessary for 
some of our Catholics who try to be 
up-to-date with the standards of the 
world. Besides, the religious habit of 
the Sisters has a beautiful significa- 
tion. It covers her from head to foot 
to indicate to up-to-date people that 
she is dead to the world and to self 
and is entirely devoted to her Spouse. 
The veil that covers her head symbol- 
izes the modesty of a spouse of Christ 
so dear to every Sister’s heart. The 
girdle which surrounds the Sister’s 
waist is indicative of the law of per- 
fection which binds her to God. The 
scapular is the cross of Christ which 
she faithfully carries up the mystic 
way of Calvary. The rosary is the 
Sister’s sword with which she is to 
fight the battle of life. The crucifix 
is emblematic of the triple vows that 
fasten her to the cross of Christ. And 
the heart, which many wear, symbol- 
izes the love which they have conse- 
crated to Jesus Christ. Is this not up- 
to-date? Or is your taste so perverted 
that you would sacrilegiously represent 
our Lady of the Annunciation as pos- 
ing before the angel in decollete attire? 

I bought a Bible at the last mission 
and am reading it. I find some very 
disedifying things in Genesis and others 
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that do not seem right. Am I wanting 
in respect for God’s word by discussing 
the latter with my friends? 

The historical books of the Bible 
were never intended to be considered 
as the Lives of the Saints. They give 
us, on the one hand, a picture of the 
ignorance and depravity into which the 
human race sank after sin came into 
the world—for even the noblest char- 
acters in Genesis fall far below the 
Christian standard—and on the other 
hand they give us the development of 
the economy of God’s mercy to man- 
kind. The fact that you find many 
things that perplex you is an illustra- 
tion of the necessity of a divine inter- 
preter of God’s inspired word as we 
Catholics maintain. You are not want- 
ing in respect for God’s word when 
you seriously discuss the difficulties 
you encounter in your study of the 
Bible. I would suggest that you make 
good use of the explanatory notes and 
consult your pastor in serious doubts 
or look them up in approved commen- 
taries. 

Where did Moses and Aaron get the 
gold for the house of God? The Bible 
does not mention that there were gold 
mines in those early days. 

The Bible is not a history of human 
industry. Besides the human race was 
already twenty-five hundred years old 
when God commissioned Moses to lib- 
erate His people and lead them to the 
promised land. This was ample time 
for the development of the rudiments 
of the most common arts. In fact we 
read in the fourth chapter of Genesis 
that “Tubalcain,” who was only of the 
eighth generation of the human race, 
“was an artificer in every work of 
brass and iron.” 

We must not make the mistake of 
the materialists of our day in consid- 
ering the intellectual and moral condi- 
tions of the people in patriarchal times. 
They were not cavedwelling savages. 
This is evident from the Scripture nar- 
ative. Cain built a city and called it 
Henoch after his son (Gen. 4,17). Noe 
built an immense boat or ark (Gen. 
7, 14). About three hundred years 


after the deluge the descendants of © 


Noe built a large city and a tower 
which was planned to reach to heaven 
(Gen. 11, 4). Archaeology confirms 
the testimony of the Bible that the fur- 
ther the human race drifted away from 
God the deeper it sunk into ignorance 
and vice. It had in fact sunk so iow 
when the Saviour was born that a cele- 
brated heathen philosopher asserted 
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that unless God would come to save 
man the whole human race would 
perish. 

If I happen to overhear the confes- 
sion of another while I am waiting my 
turn at the confessional must I keep 
that to myself? If I have told some- 
one else without knowing that it was 
wrong what can I do to make amends? 

If you happen to overhear the con- 
fession of another you are bound, even 
as the priest is, under the pain of 
mortal sin to observe inviolable secrecy 
about it. If you have imprudently told 
a third party, you must, as soon as you 
realize your mistake, remind that per- 
son of the great obligation he has of 
maintaining silence on the subject. 

Why did God look with favor on the 
sacrifice of Abel and not on that of 
Cain? 

As God is the searcher of hearts He 
saw the wickedness that was in the 
heart of Cain and so could not take 
pleasure in the offering he made. A 
man must certainly be very wicked be- 
fore he could go to the extreme of 
murdering his own brother immediate- 
ly after he had been warned by God 
himself as Cain had been. 

How can the Church be indefectible 
when she has certainly changed with 
the lapse of time? 

Even a cursory glance over the past 
nineteen hundred years will convince 
you that the Church is substantially 
the same as Christ founded her. Has 
she not the same creed, the same moral 
law, the same sacraments, and the same 
organization? She has changed in ac- 
cidentals to adapt herself to the cir- 
cumstances of time, place, and person. 
For example, she has grown like a 
mustard seed into a mighty tree; her 
teaching has by clearer understanding 
and deeper examination broadened out 
into a beautiful system, and she has 
changed her purely ecclesiastical laws 
as circumstances required. But this 
extension of the body, development of 
doctrine, and change in laws is but the 
accidental change of a tree expanding, 
developing, and adapting itself to the 
different seasons of the year and to the 
various periods of its life. 

When and where was polygamy first 
introduced? 

We read in the fourth chapter of 
Genesis that Lamach of the fifth gen- 
eration after Cain was the first to have 
two wives. Others followed his ex- 
ample so that God had to tolerate 
polygamy in the Old Law till it was 
abrogated by Jesus Christ. 
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Some Good Books 











Rev. Jno. Henry, C. Ss. R., who has 
already given us his valuable “Manual 
of Self-Knowledge,” has contributed 
to Catholic literature a small brochure 
on vocation titled The Earthly Para- 
dise. The little volume as the Rev. 
Author notes in the preface “differs 
from other treatises on the same sub- 
ject in that it is principally intended 
for souls who feel drawn to a relig- 
ious life, but do not possess the in- 
clination or sufficient talent for study 
to become teachers. Such souls may 
become very useful members of relig- 
ious communities as lay brothers or lay 
sisters.” Persons called to such a vo- 
cation will find solace and enlighten- 
ment in Father Henry’s booklet. B. 
Herder. Price, 15c. 


By-Paths to the Presence of God is 
an exquisite little treatise on an ex- 
cellent, but rather neglected devotion, 
the Presence of God. The book is 
written by Sr. M. Bonaventura, O. S. 
D. It explains how to model the com- 
mon actions of everyday life on those 
of our Divine Exemplar, Jesus Christ. 
The thoughts on the Redeemer gathered 
during a retreat are clothed in lan- 
guage which carries with it a touch of 
the feeling that inspired it. B. Herder. 
Price, 45c. 

In The Elder Miss Ainsborough, 
Marion A. Taggart has added another 
charming novel to the constantly grow- 
ing list of good Catholic fiction. This 
new novel is wholesome and abounds 
in sentiment without degrading itself 
to the low sentimentality of the popu- 
lar “best seller’. It is with such novels 
as Marion A. Taggart’s that our Cath- 
olic readers should be familiar. Ben- 
ziger Bros. Price, $1.25. 

It is far back in the seventies since 
Mr. Em. de Laveleye, a Belgian econ- 
omist, vaunted in the “Revue de Bel- 
gique” the great superiority of Protes- 
tant nations and the inferiority of dis- 
tinctively Catholic ones. Mr. Laveleye 
like most half-educated men could see 
no good in his own people and re- 
echoed the cry of French economists 
such as Villers, Raussel and others. It 
was of little value to Mr. Laveleye and 
his successors who have so eagerly 
adopted his theories to point out that 


our Catholic nations were really great 
when they were really Catholic. The 
same truth, however, is finely presented 
in King Albert’s Book. It is reason 
enough to buy this book to know that 
the profits thus gained go to the relief 
of Belgium, but, apart from that con- 
sideration, there is plenty in the book 
to well repay the price, $1.50, asked for 
it. Published by Hearst’s International 
Library Co., New York. 


The peculiar charm of the “Little 
Flower” will lead all the readers of 
her autobiography to the further read- 
ing of The Unfolding of the Little 
Fiower (Sister Theresa of Lisieux), 
by Very Rev. W. M. Cunningham. It 
would be almost impossible to repro- 
duce the rare fascination of the auto- 
biography, but a deeper or clearer 
knowledge of her sweet simplicity can 
be gained by a perusal of the present 
volume. The purpose of the work is 
to give a better understanding of Sister 
Theresa’s own words and thus a better 
grasp of the sense of the supernatural 
that pervades her life. There is an 
introduction by Cardinal Gasquet. P. 
J. Kenedy & Sons. $1.35. 


The Graves of Kilmorna, a Story of 
’67 is the last novel from the pen of 
the late beloved Canon P. A. Sheehan. 
It is replete with the hopes and the 
fears for Ireland that beat within him 
almost as a heart pulse. His hero’s 
“speech from the dock” ably proclaims 
Ireland’s ideals and Ireland’s rights. 
Apart from its patriotism the story has 
all of Canon Sheehan’s charm and is 
most interesting in itself. It is pub- 
lished by Longmans, Green & Co., New 
York. $1.35. 


Brief Biographical Sketches, by Rev. 
A. A. Lambing, L. L. D., is a valuable 
contribution to the history of the 
Church in the United States. Though 
it purports to be sketches of “the de- 
ceased bishops and priests who labored 
in the diocese of Pittsburgh” it has in 
reality much more than local interest. 
The present Volume I covers the per- 
iod between 1749 and 1860. The book 
is to be had from the Rev. Author, 
Wilkinsburg, Pa. 
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Lucid Intervals 

















The Irish leader was cheering his 
men on to battle. 

“Min,” he says, “we are on the verge 
of battle and I want to ask ye before 
we start, will yez fight or will yez 
run?” 

“We will,” says they. 

“Which will yez do?” says he. 

“We will not,” says they. 

“Aha, thank ye, me min!” says he. 
“IT thought ye would.” 





A young man, rather noted for his 
closeness with money, took a girl out 
walking. When they came to a candy 
store the girl walked over to the win- 
dow, looked longingly at the candy dis- 
played for about five minutes, and then 
said: 

“Doesn’t that candy smell awfully 

ood ?” 

“It does, for a fact,” was the answer. 
“Let’s stand here a while and smell it.” 





A truly eloquent parson had been 
preaching for an hour or so on the im- 
mortality of the soul. 

“I looked at the mountains,” he de- 
claimed, “and could not help thinking: 
‘Beautiful as you are you will be de- 
stroyed, while my soul will not’ I 
gazed upon the ocean and cried: 
‘Mighty as you are you will eventually 
dry up, but not I!” 





A girl reading in a paper that fish 
was excellent brain-food wrote to the 
editor: 

Dear Sir: Seeing as you say how fish 
is good for the brains, what kind of 
fish shall I eat? ; 

To this the editor replied: ’ 

“Dear Miss: Judging by the composi- 
tion of your letter I should advise you 
to eat a whale. 

She—Would you leave your home 
for me? : 

He—lI’d leave a baseball game in the 
ninth inning with the score a tie. 





Politician — Congratulate me, my 
dear. I’ve won the nomination. 

Wife (in surprise)—Honestly? _ 

‘Politician—Now, what in thunder did 
you want to bring up that point for? 


“Now, Dorothy,” said the teacher to 
a small pupil, “can you tell me what 
a panther is?” 

“Yeth, ma’am,” lisped Dorothy. “A 
panther ith a man that makths panths.” 





“Nigger,” warned one, “don’t mess 
wid me, ’cause you sure is flirtin’ wid 
d’ hearse.” 

“Don’t pesticafe wid me, nigger,” re- 
plied the other, shaking his fist, “don’t 
fo’ce me t’ press dis upon yo’; ’cause 
if I does I'll hit yo’ so ha’d I’ll sepa- 
rate yo’ ideas from yo’ habits; I’ll jes 
knock yo’ frum: amazing grace to a 
floatin’ opportunity.” 

“Tf you mess wid me, nigger,” con- 
tinued the other, “I’ll jes make one 
pass, an’ dere’ll be a man pattin’ you 
in de face wid a spade tomorrow morn- 
in’. 





“How does it happen that you are 
five minutes late at school this morn- 
ing?” the teacher asked severely. 

“Please, ma’am,” said William, “I 
must have overwashed myself.” 





Mary had a little lamb, 

Its fleece was white as snow. 

It followed her to Pittsburgh, 

And then you just ought to have seen 
it. 





“Would you love me as much if 
father lost his wealth?” 

“He hasn’t lost it, has he?” 

“No. ” 


“Of course I would, you silly girl.” 





An experienced chauffeur was taking 
the perfunctory State examination to 
determine his fitness to be licensed. 
The usual questions were asked which 
to an expert chauffeur are as child’s 
play, yet upon his intelligent answers 
of them depended his license. All went 


‘well until the examiner asked: 


“And now what would you do if 
you were driving the car and you met 
a skittish horse that was plainly afraid, 
whose owner held up his hand to you 
to stop?” 

“Well,” answered the chauffeur, “I 
could stop the car, take it immediately 
apart and hide the pieces in the grass.” 











